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A DEVELOPED AGE. 



CHAPTER I. 

No evil shall befal thee, 

No enemy appal thee, 

Bright messengers shall call thee, 

Throughout the silent night ; 
To share their high communion, 
Sweet pledge of future union, 

With sainted heirs of light. 

C. G. TONNA. 

THROUGH the smoke, the accuser and accused 
could perceive that Charles Stamer had fallen against 
a tree, and the contents of the other barrel of the Jesuit's 
gun would, the next instant, have been lodged in the 
honest heart of the old Steward, had not the wounded 
man's voice called out — ** Fm only hurt, thank God, in 
the leg," whilst he made an effort to recover his gun, 
which had fallen beside him as he fell. 

" You old fool, What mischief have you done ? " ex- 
claimed the Captain, with admirable presence of mind, 
" to strike the cap of my gun, while in the act of raising 
it at that woodcock that flew by. Never do such a thing 
TOL n, B 
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again ; Mr. Stanier might have lost his life by such an 
unaccountable piece of folly." 

And Captain Gardner assisted Mat Carey in stretch- 
ing the suffering man on a bank just by*, while he 
anxiously enquired, in the voice of the tenderest solicitude, 
'* Was he much hurt? " and explained, and deplored, by 
turns, how such a casualty occurred by the Steward 
hitting the cap as he raised the gun to take aim at a 
woodcock flying over his (Captain Gardner's) head. The 
wounded man made no remark, but looked very pale, 
and the blood began to ooze out of the torn shooting 
boot, which, fortunately, was of stout material, of the 
Louis Napoleon cut, extending to the knee. 

'* You aimed at no bird, Sir !" observed Mat Carey, 
bluntly, ** but the mischief is done now to the gentleman, 
and we must only think of remedpng it, and thank God 
it wasn't worse ; call the keepers. Sir, without any 
delay," he added, addressing Captain Gardner, who 
looked at him as if he had made some very insolent request. 
'* I can't, or won*t leave Mr. Stamer,'* continued Mat, 
as if answering the Captain's aristocratic glance of sur- 
prise, at being sent by such a low fellow to summon help ; 
*' he's getting faint from loss of blood, and I must sup- 
port him." 

" Let me, in your place," cried the Captain, at the 
same time pushing Mat aside, who was opening the neck- 
tie and collar of the wounded man, who looked exhausted 
now, from the blood that rushed in a crimson stream 
through his shattered boot. *' You know where to find 
them, and 1*11 give him air ; " and at that moment the 
Jesuit prevailed over the man, as he thought, ''He'll 
bleed to death, thanks to the ignorance of this meddling 
old fooL" 

But Mr. Carey's reply was a sharp ringing whistle, 
tlie most peculiar one the Captain had ever heard in his 
life, produced by the old ISteward inserting the two fore- 
fingers of his right hand between his teeth: the well- 
known call echoed through the wood, and the old 
Steward's summons was answered promptly by a whistle. 
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which affected to he umilar, hut fell far short of the 
original. A faint emile passed across the pallid features 
of Charles Stamer. 

** We*ll soon have help now, Sir,** cried Mat, addressing 
hinoi in a cheering tone. '* Vm glad my whistle revived 
you, Sir, a little ; many a time, the dear young gentle- 
man tried to practice it, when he was a hoy, and now, 
to think of what happened ! " 

And Mr. Carey had his long clasp knife out, and 
ripped open the torn boot, cutting it dexterously and 
unhesitatingly open, from the top to the bottom, while 
he tore off his own ample neckcloth, and bo-ind it round 
the wounded limb, stopping the blood effectually ; and 
then, giving another whistle of the same pattern as his 
former one, shouted lustily (as he heard the crackling 
brushwood break beneath the approaching footsteps 
of the keepers), *' to hurry for their lives,'* and the next 
moment, dogs and men were beside the party. 

Captain Gardner, contrary to his usual manner, com« 
menced swearing, lustily, at the ** cracked fool, ** as he 
designated Mr. Carey, ** for causing such an accident by 
striking down his gun " while he scolded the men for 
their delay; and then, in the most soothing, anxious 
voice, enquired of the wounded man, '* How he felt ? " 

He had now opened his eyes, and revived somewhat, 
as the blood staunched, while Mr. Carey, with the most 
provoking indifference, seemed to take no notice of the 
Captain's well-acted passion, who cursed and abused the 
Steward for not going himself to the house for assistance, 
and to summon the doctor. 

*' There ought to be a well near this,'* remarked Mat 
to one of the men, not deigning a reply, '* bring your hat 
full of water from it, Ned, before I think you are there." 

And Ned was back in an instant with the cold, clear 
water, in the strange vase, the thoughtful old Steward 
suggested ; he plentifully sprinkled the pure element over 
the face and hands of the wounded man, who gradually 
revived, so as to be able to sit up, while Mat applied a 
second bandage, taken from one of the keepers necks, 
D 2 
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first saturating it well in cold water, binding it round the 
calf of the leg, where the bulk of the charge of shot had 
lodged, apparently passing through the flesh ; but Mat's 
skill could not ascertain was the bone injured, and he 
insisted Mr. Stamer should not try, by attempting to 
stand up, but dispatched one of the men to the house for 
help, first whispering in his ear some private message; and 
taking up Miss Julia Mell worth's little dog, *' Spree," 
placed it in the man's arms, with an o.xpressiTe look into 
the face of his messenger. 

^^ Do not alarm anybody," said Charles Stamer, faintly, 
as the man was going, *' say I am hurt only slightly, a 
mere nothing." 

Mr. Carey groaned, and the keeper set off with 
** Spree " in his arms. 

"I'll go after the fellow myself, Stamer," cried the 
Captain, *' those sort of people delight in making the 
worst of every thing," and he walked briskly on in the 
direction the Steward's envoy had taken; but a low 
signal whistle, from this rural commander, caused Ned 
to look back, and then, increasing his speed to a " killing 
pace,'' soon distanced Captain Gardner. 

At the opening of the wood into the demesne, the 
fiying keeper encountered the Chaplain, and the two 
young gentlemen, and, though all three shouted to him 
to stop, on ran Ned, never slackening his speed until he 
reached the pleasure ground, where the old Steward had 
left Miss Julia Mellworth; but, instead of one young 
lady, three ladies were engaged in seemingly earnest 
conversation, as they walked over the velvety turf, ac- 
companied by Mr. Fosterton, who scarcely joined in the 
discussion. 

** Here is news at last," exclaimed Miss Mellworth, as 
her quick eye detected Ned approaching the sunken 
^nce, at a slackened pace, with Spree in his arms. 

**How can you believe in such nonsense, Laura?" 
cried Julia Mellworth, while her own heart fluttered 
with apprehension, about she knew not what. 

" Do not call it nonsense, Julia," remarked Mrs. 
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Fosterton, in an unusually grave tone ; ** the thousand 
winged creatures that surround us, not visible to the 
naked eye, even in the glare of a summer's sun, are not 
less wonderful than tens of thousands disembodied spirits 
that may be our companions, unperceived by the gross 
senses, or any but a medii; as the insect creation is 
discovered only by the aid of a telescope, so is the 
spiritual world by a finer organisation/' 

" With this difference, Mrs. Fosterton,*' replied Julia, 
quickly, ** that the telescope's power can be tested by 
certain scientific rules. The mediums of 'discerning 
spirits' are not subject to the laws of nature ; indeed, is 
opposed to them, their own will being the only recog* 
nised authority by which to judge of their spiritualised 
vision." 

*' Oh," returned Laura Mellworth, " I required some, 
thing more than that to convince me there was no trick ; 
and if the spirits have told truth about this shocking 
matter to-day, I am a convert, from henceforth, to spirit* 
rapping." 

** But Mr. Lee and the boys may be in time to prevent 
the accident," cried Mrs. Fosterton, in an excited tone. 

*' That would have occurred, your medium will say, 
had they not come up," remarked Mr. Fosterton, laughing. 

Julia was very pale, while her eye was watching the 
man's motions, who still held her dog in his arms. *' He 
certainly wishes to speak to ua," she cried, hurriedly 
addressing the gentleman ; '* do ask him what is the 
matter?" 

** There now," cried Laura, triumphantly, " see how 
Julia believes in * the spirits,' from the mere excess of 
her own fears." 

Mr. Fosterton beckoned to the keeper, and the man, 
clearing the sunken fence, stood, excited looking and 
confused, before them. 

"What is the matter?" cried Mrs. Fosterton, im- 
patiently. '* Has Mr. Stamer been shot ?" 

The man looked utter astonishment, while he replied, 
hesitatingly, ** Yes, my lady." 



JuJa Me£iroffnii ieD aeidhr ■!■■■ ibit ^nnst the tree 
tjjef vcre fftaodizK? mader. 

"^He k not <i»dr ^e cried, wiUlj. 

** JuiM,"' exdaimed her seter, ia a fane of aogiy le- 
HKMMtnuioe, ^faov cu jxm give way in that muiner 
before peopled 

WblJe the inaiurBCOTeii i iig lj ppmhiiconliMicMi, at liCn. 
Fo<tert(Mi*t iuMmledge of what had onty just oocumd at 
adistance, replied, eagerly — 

*^Oh, no, Mies, he*8 not badly hmt, even; the Steward 
w with him, and desired me brmg badL thia little fellow 
to one of the ladies that was to be in the garden here, 
and Fm sore he belongs to yon, Bfisa." 

And Ned let '* Spree" down, who wagged his tail, and 
jamped for joy on his mistress. 

** The young gentleman is not much hurt at all," added 
the old Steward's messenger, '' only in the leg the shot 
lodged ; and Mr. Carey desired me teU you. Miss, not to 
be Feared about him, an' sent me lest anybody else would 
frighten the family with bad tiding^." 

**0h, aye," cried Mr. Fosterton, "but tell bow it 
occurred—- by accident, of course : but it was Captain 
Gardner' ti gun, I suppose, went off." 

** It wan, yer honour," replied the man, respectfully ; 
** the Captain says he was rising his gun, to fire at a 
woodcock, and that Mr. Carey struck down the barrel, 
and hit the cap with the stick, and the gun went off.' 

" The spirits are wrong, then,'* whispered Laura 
Mellworth to Mrs. Fosterton, '* the shot was not fired 
by Captain Gardner.'* 

** But it was his gun,** returned Mrs. Fosterton, with 
{\ look of confirmed faith in the spirits* rapport 

'* WiU you not send for a doctor ?*' eagerly inquired 
JuUa% of her Host, 

'^ Wt>IK I suppose it is better ; let the doctor be sent 
tiitt* he said* turning to tlw keeper, ** and get down from 
the house any assistanoe that may be neeessary. Mr. 
Stamer can stiaid» I »uppo»e ^ He only got a ^^w graina of 
sl4i>t^ 1 dar^ say* in his shooting boot** 
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" His leg was whipped from under him, Sir, the Captain 
was so near him/' returned the man. 

*' Oh, Mr. Fosterton, will you not go on to the wood, 
yourself," cried Julia, in a tone of anguish. 

She would have asked to accompany him, if she dared, 
but Julia was brought up amongst the conventionalities 
of high life, and her sister, who ruled her in those matters, 
was a stickler for their rigid observance. 

*'Idon*t see what good I can do,*' remarked that 
gentleman, *^ by going. Now, you were right, Emily, it 
was to be ; but what brought Mat Carey there ? Td like 
to hear his version of the matter." And Mr. Fosterton, 
with his characteristic selfish indifference to other people's 
feelings, now, to gratify his own curiosity, set off in the 
direction of the wood ; while his wife, by turns, apostro- 
phised and exclaimed about the wonderful power of spirit 
rapping media, and the present convincing instance of 
the manifestation of spirits, that lasted until the ladies 
were joined by Captain Gardner, who gave a quiet circum- 
stantial detail of how this awkward accident occurred ; 
and, with the aid of Mrs. Fosterton*s spiritualising im- 
agination, accounted, at least satisfactorily to her, what 
impelled the old Steward to strike the barrel of his gun, 
at the very moment he was rising it, to take aim at the 
woodcock, flying over his head. 

**To look at the old sinner, and hear his muttered 
inuendos," cried the gallant Captain, laughing, '*you 
would suppose I had my gun up, taking deadly aim at 
Stamer*s head ; he struck the barrel down so vehemently, 
the gun wheeled round in my hand, and his stick com- 
ing in contact with the cap, bang it went, in an opposite 
direction to where I pointed it myself. I never got such 
a fright in my life, as when I saw poor Charley stagger 
against a tree; I could have shot your steward, Mrs. 
Fosterton, but the fact is, on reflection, I am quite sure 
the man, at that moment, was not a free agent, he acted 
firom one of those mysterious impulses, that involve no 
necessity of thought, just as a highly magnetic medium, 
independent of any will, or conscious psychological m- 
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fluence, writes what inspiration the spirits en rappori 

dictate." 

Mrs. Fosterton and Miss Mellworth exchanged an ex- 
pressiTe glance, as both thought of what the latter wrote 
that morning, respecting the accident that had just 
occurred ; and the experience of their late sdanse was 
now detailed, with all the glowing imagery of woman's 
fanciful creation, when she takes up ideology as a 
creed. 

Julia Mellworth retired to the house in disgust, as 
well as to learn the result of the doctor's visit to the 
sufferer, while the walking party were increased by the 
Chaplain, and his young companions, who reported that 
Mr. Stamer, on a stretcher, had been conveyed to his 
own room, not suffering much, with Mat Carey in at« 
tendance, and Mr. Fosterton, overseeing his removal. 
The wounded man expressed his wish to be alone with 
Mat Carey, until the doctor arrived, and they had come 
off with the " last intelligence.*' 

Frank Lee eagerly caught at the Captain's theory, of 
'^ impulses independent of the action of one's own will," 
and a new field of idealised thought was opened to the 
susceptible mind of the magnetised Chaplain, while the 
murderer, by intention, chatted away, breathing more 
freely, when he learned Mr. Fosterton was not called 
into council by Stamer and the Steward, and, by the time 
the dressing bell rang, he had effectually established the 
" philosophy of spiritualization" on the minds, not only 
of his fair companions, but the Chaplain and his pupils, 
the latter, that night, seeing their attendant servant with- 
draw the light from their sleeping apartment, with a 
feeling of terror, as they popped their little heads under 
the bed clothes, the grown children of the party, with 
this difference only, kept lights burning during the hours 
of darkness, and none of them added an iota of happi- 
ness to thoughts that would break in on their disturbed 
repose, by '* manifestations" conjured up, to scare away 
their reasoning faculties, by Jesuit sophistry. 

*' Before the doctor examines my leg. Mat," said 
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Charles Stamer, when he and the old Steward were alone, 
calling Mr. Carey, ae he did when a boy, by an abbre* 
yiation of his Christian name, ** I must write two short 
notes, that you will have, Mat, to deliver in person. Give 
me that portfolio, on the table, near the window, there, 
so that I can write, propped up ; after fever sets in, I 
may not be able.*' 

** Writing will injure you, Sir, I am afraid," said the 
old man, as he stood beside the bed, without moving. 

•' No, Mat," replied Charles Stamer, firmly ; •* it 
would injure me more, leaving those notes unwritten." 

And Mr. Carey thought so, too, as he looked at the 
decided expression of the wounded man's face, and 
placed the portfolio, as desired, on a small table, beside 
where he lay. 

Half sitting up, Charles Stamer wrote, rapidly, but a 
few words, and then, sealing them up, carefully, directed 
his note to ^* Miss Julia Mellworth ;" but he paused, pen 
in hand, gazing on the blank sheet of note-paper before 
him, and a painful look of anxious thought flitted across 
his manly features, mingled with an uncertainty of pur* 
pose, very diflTerent from his usual manner. 

The feelings of an attached son to his weak, mis* 
directed parent, were, at that moment, busy at his 
heart. 

** My mother shall not be compromised," thought he, 
" come what will ; and yet, Julia's future happiness, as 
well as my own, depends on my present firmness." 

And, after a pause of an instant, he seemed to have 
decided on his course, or rather, reconciled opposing 
thoughts, as he wrote, with a steady hand, the following 
note :— 

" Sib, — ^You have attempted my life, in presence of a 
credible witness ; under Ooid, you have been saved from 
the crime of actual murder ; but the consequences of 
your criminal intention can only be avoided by leaving, 
within twelve hours, Fosterton Park, and its neighbour- 
hood. The necessity of this step you must at once 
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pq c j c i ^ e , vithont mr entoincr into details dktieBsuig to 
me, firom m third put j, entitled to mj dutiful reelect, 
being, unfcwtniiatclT, mixed up with jour asBumed poei- 
tioQ in aocieCT, which, ne^eithelesB, cm only escape 
exposnce, by your reoMnral fiom this ooontiy, within the 
Epaot limited, 

•*By,Sir, 
** Tour long' imposed on, 

** But no IcMiger doped, 

*' Chasi.es Stamsr." 

^A good deal can be done in twelve hours," was 
Captain Gardnei's silent remark, as he read the note Mr. 
Carey bad handed to him, with fonnal gravity, at the 
foot of the staircase, when he descended to dinner; 
while he passed on with a look of easy indifference, that 
puzzled the 6teward*s physiognomic skill to discover was 
assumed. 

Julia Mellwortb remained tite-^Ute with the General, 
under the plea of a headache ; while her maid, during 
the evening, bore to her anxious mistress various dfiiZs^mf 
from the wounded gentleman's room. The doctor had 
dressed the wound, and though the bone had most pro- 
videntially escaped being shattered, the flesh was still so 
much torn and lacerated, he dreaded fever, and ordered 
his patient to be kept perfectly quiet, an order strictly 
enforced by Mr. Carey, who kept up a vigilant Bur- 
VBtUafice over Mr. Stamer's own man, and sent off for 
Miss Patty, his twin sister, a primitive methodical-looking 
elderly personage, who rejoiced, like her brother, Mat, 
in a state of '* single blessedness,*' who now soon made 
her appearance in the most unexceptionable sort of 
quaker cap, ^ith its close fitting, accurately plaited 
border, as clear and as white as the neatly folded kerchief 
of snowy lawn, that enveloped the neck, and region 
approximate thereto, of Miss Patty Carey. 

8uoh a woman outrivals a court beauty, in a sick 
room ; and Miss Patty's services, on this occasion, to the 
Ugh«born young man» stretched helpless, and in pain. 
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ful agony, were indeed invaluable. Hia own gentle, 
loving Julia, would have tended and watched over him, if 
she dared ; but the tyrant conventialism deprived him of 
so sweet a nurse ; and as he watched the figure of Miss 
Patty, in the dusk, flitting through his chamber, with 
that perfection in women to allay nervous irritation— « 
noiseless step — he thought of his own Julia, and of the 
time when she would have a legitimate right to move 
about her husband's sick room, with her own fairy light- 
ness of step, and gentle, loving look hovering round his 
pillow ; and thanked God for preserving him from the 
power of his cruel enemy, to Uve to enjoy such happi- 
ness ; and prayed Julia and he might live and serve that 
merciful Lord and Master, who told his disciples '* the 
very hairs of their head were numbered." And so he 
fell asleep— and his antique nurse watched beside him, 
and his vigilant friend, Mr. Carey, watched for Miss Julia 
Mellworth to come down stairs, but watched in vain ; so 
in desperation he applied to the young lady's waiting 
maid, and was granted an interview with the fair Julia, 
with as little delay as the most ardent lover could desire ; 
and with a very sheepish look, the usually self-possessed 
Steward delivered a small hiUet tOkthe young lady, and 
she tried to slip a sovereign into his hand, which was 
rejected on Mr. Carey*s part, by placing both his hands 
resolutely behind his back ; while Julia, more confused 
now than her companion, held her profered gift con- 
cealed in her own fair palm, along with the far more 
precious paper currency sent by her lover, as she timidly 
noped the Steward's sister was to remain that night with 
Mr. Stamer. 

*' Indeed, that she is ma'am," returned Mat, in a low 
meaning tone ; and I'll sit up myself, ma'am, below, and 
be up and down, and keep a sharp look out until the 
Captain is off: he'll be out of this before daylight, 
ma'am," continued he, " though nobody in the house 
knows a word of it but myself. But Mr. Stamer told 
me to tell you, ma'am, for the Lord sent you, and 
Qobody else, ma*am, to the moss garden this day, to save 
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this fine young gentleman's life from the murdering 
villain." 

Julia had gone through so much recent agitation, she 
felt scarcely ahle to stand, and too nervous to trust her 
own voice ; she held up her hand in a warning attitude 
for him to speak lower, as she had stepped no farther 
than the lobby outside her father*s dressing-room to meet 
him, when her maid whispered to her the '* Steward 
wanted to see her by herself;'* and she thought she had 
observed the figure of Rimino glide into an adjacent room, 
at the further end of the long lobby, that was lighted by 
only a single lamp, at the very moment the old man 
handed her Charles Stamer's note. 

^*I don't care that for him, begging your pardon, 
ma'am," cried Mr. Carey, snapping his fingers at the 
same time ; '* the best way to deal with them sort, is to 
shew them you know what they're about, ma'am, and 
ar'n't one bit afraid of them. ^ God is stronger than the 
Devil, any day ; and in Him, ma'am, and Him only do I 
put my trust.' " 

We think Mr. Carey was so far right, and so did his 
fair listener, in after years ; but she now retired, first 
getting him to promise his sister would come to tell her, 
before she went to rest, how her patient was, and in the 
morning how he got through the night. And thanking 
the old Steward warmly, she stepped back into the 
General's dressing-room, where he was quietly dosing in 
his easy chair ; and with a thanksgiving oflPered up from 
the heart to the lip, for her lover's providential escape, 
broke the seal, and with a heightened colour, the single- 
minded girl read those re-assuring words — 

" My own darling Julia, under God I owe you my life, 
for sending the worthy man you did to save me ; listen 
to nothing — ^believe nothing, until I tell you a//-Hsave 
that I am your unchanged — unchangeable — devoted 
Charles Stamer." 

That night a little billet rested beneath one sister's 
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pillow, and the fair gentle face that pressed it, with a 
world of love, beneath the closed fringed lids, slept calm 
and profoundly, in holy faith and trust, pointing to her 
future; while her worldly-minded sister, fevered and 
disappointed, tossed sleeplessly on her couch, anxiously 
awaiting the morrow, that was to confirm, or dash for 
ever from her lips the intoxicating cup full of delirious 
excitement, presented that evening to her imagination 
by Captain Gardner. 

Insensibly almost to himself, he had exerted the insi- 
dious fascination of his gifted and subtle mind, to an 
extent he was scarcely aware of, to subdue and win the 
affections of the only woman he aidmired above all others, 
and to whom his soul clung with a desperation that 
threatened to loose the ties that bound him to his order. 

He felt that evening, perhaps, was to be the last he 
should ever spend beside her, and a tear of agony rose 
up, and dimmed the bright flinty eye of the Jesuit, as he 
^* played his inward thoughts," giving a language to the in* 
Btrument he touched, that was meant to reach her ear alone. 

It would have sunk into her heart, had she one. Still 
Laura Mellworth, coquette as she was, felt this strange 
man*s power over her, which, if not love, was something 
like it, and half terrified at being dealt with in the same 
heartless way she had treated others, tried to converse 
with the Miss Shuffells, and join in a disquisition be* 
tween the Dean of Grimly, the Fostertons, and their 
Chaplain, on the relative merits of cathedrals, splendid in 
their architecture, with a grand ritual for its daily ser- 
vice, thrown open to receive indiscriminately the rich and 
poor, perhaps the slovenly and irregular, in its interior 
arrangements, to the order, cleanliness, and propriety 
that chilled their devotion in Protestant places of wor- 
ship ; but there was no heartiness in the attempt, and 
the *' resetting" of the Anglican Church was to her now 
a «ubject *' flat, stale, and unprofitable,*' from the mo- 
ment the social apostle of " ceremonial observance** con- 
veyed to her, in a low whisper, during the dessert, " that 
on that evening her decision was to rule his fate." 
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Actress as she was, her mind ignored every other 
subject but the one engrossing sentence so artfully pre* 
sented to her calculating nature, and yet she afl^cted* 
with preoccupied thoughts, to join in topics devoid of all 
interest. Still her Jesuit lover read her truly, and while 
he felt this charming coquette's power to awaken feelings 
within him none other could, he regarded her, at the 
same time, as the slave does the beautiful tyrant, that 
captivates, yet wounds mercilessly, his victim. 

*'*' Such a fierce passion as mine," cried his embittered 
spirit, "should not be trampled on by the hackneyed 
tracasserie of a clever adept, who cajoles a desirable parH 
to speak up to the mark;'' and his heart scouted the 
wild thought of breaking vows, strong as adamantine 
bars, for so self-possessed and nicely calculating a love 
as Laura Mellworth*s. 

With a covert malice, then, scarce concealed from 
himself, did he devote, during the remainder of the 
evening, his most winning powers, to strike, with a 
master's hand, chords in this coquette's heart, his Jesuit 
nature hoped would vibrate when he was gone, artfully 
implying that the avowal that seemed to hover on his 
tips would be spoken on the morrow. And so this nicely 
balanced pair parted. 

^'Bimino," said the gentleman, after a lengthened 
conference with Mr. Fosterton's valet in his own private 
apartment, early the following momii^, ^ when you de- 
Uver this note to your master, mark his countenance well, 
and let me hear any remark he may make ; you know my 
direction. Put down at once, in the servant's hall, any 
calumny about my quarrelling with Mr. Stamer; the 
young fellow has family reasons for not blabbing : and 
bully the old Steward. Let me know if the wound takes 
a bad turn : such a thing might happen. But he is sur« 
rounded at present, you say, by a nest of Protestant 
hornets, so nothing can be done. Be cautious, and re- 
member the Signora has a divine mission ; so impticitly 
obey her instructionB." 

^ The Steward delivered a note, last evening, to Miss 
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Julia Mellworth, Signor," remarked Rimino ; '* so you 
may guess, Signor, who it came from : she seemed to 
know from the old fellow, what happened/' 

** A love effusion, I suppose,'' remarked the Captain, 
contemptuously, *' and if she heard anything, she is too 
much afraid of me to repeat it. The General's daily 
infusion to promote gout," he added, with a slight sneer, 
^^ may now be stopped ;*' and he turned to his open tra- 
Telling-case, while he thought, ^* The sooner they are out 
of this, the better. ' The Cauldron*s Witch ' and her 
romantic Chaplain will intone * the daily service ' best for 
my purpose, when alone, and her pleasure-loving spouse 
must be lured to London with the dice-box; but I 
mustn't forget those inquiries for the spirits ;" and the 
Jesuit's thoughts took another turn, while he wrote 
something rapidly in hieroglyphic, in his note-book: 
then taking a letter from the open case before him, he 
handed it to the Italian, who was still waiting. Its 
direction was simply ** Laura,'* and it contained a pas* 
sionate and incoherent farewell, with some adroit expla- 
nation about an unread letter, that remained unopened 
from the exciting and distressing accident that had oc- 
curred in the morning, and the overwhelming and rap- 
turous feelings of the evening, that rendered him oblivious 
of all else, until his servant called his attention to this 
cruel letter, many hours after he retired to his own room, 
when, by turns miserable and happy, he kept pacing his 
chamber when others slept. Judge his anguish— -a man- 
date from his regiment " to report himself at head quar- 
ters, the following day." The letter had been misdi- 
rected, and he could only sign himself *' her wretched 
Alfred." 
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CHAPTER II. 

There be deeper things than these lying in the twilight of 
Troth. 

IN a moderate sized room, devoid of all pretension to 
ornament, furnished with a dozen clumsy formed 
mahogany chairs, covered in hair cloth, and a greasy- 
looking arm chair, of the same material, much worn in the 
seat, hut carefully repaired with hlack serge, curtains 
decorating the two narrow windows of the room, origi- 
nally of a reddish hrick colour, but now, from smoke and 
dust, assuming a maroon shade, sat two men, near a 
coarse cross-grained mahogany table, ill kept, and far 
from being scrupulously clean. The rest of the furniture 
of the apartment was a half-worn Venetian carpet, an 
old-fashioned looking sideboard, on which was placed a 
very showy japanned tray, a small unpretending table in 
a comer, with a few well-thumbed hooks, and a goodly 
supply of newspapers. 

The getting up of the apartment harmonised well 
with the furniture, a ceiling dimmed, by time and smoke, 
of its pristine coloring, and walls, with a peachy sort of 
dust, subduing the emerald-green wash that coated the 
smooth plastering. A steel engraving of the "Ecce 
Homo'' hung over the centre of the mantel-piece, while 
on its right was a ruder print of "The Virgin and 
Child.'' St. Patrick, with his crosier and mitre, with a 
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mantle as green as the wall he hung on, occupied a posi- 
tion on the extreme left; and a bright clear coal fire blazed 
in a grate below, whose proportions were diminished by 
two sturdy-looking red bricks, placed at either side, re« 
minding one of the motionless Life Guardsmen, whose 
equestrian figures keep watch beside the centre arch of 
the Horse Guards; the similitude, perhaps, would have 
been greater before the fire was ignited, but however 
this might be, its ruddy glare now threw a cheerful look 
over an apartment, that if lit up by a less social light, 
would have appeared dreary in the extreme. The faded 
window-curtains were not drawn, and, indeed, they wore 
a rigid sort of fixed look, that told pretty plainly that 
operation had seldom been performed since they occupied 
their present position; the window-shutters were open 
also, though the waning light of a misty November even- 
ing prevented the figures, who moved to and fro in the 
crowded thoroughfare outside, being distmguishable by 
the party within ; while a thick coating of dust on the 
panes of glass, and a redoubt of cane- work, inserted in a 
frame, to fill up the lower part of the window, with the 
additional defence of a brownish green muslin curtain, 
technically termed a ** blind,'' effectually marred the curi- 
osity of any prying eyes that, en passant^ might sacrile- 
giously seek to penetrate the mysteries of the priesC* 
parlour. 

The reverend gentleman himself, and his active coad- 
jutor, were now seated, one at each side of the bright, 
glowing fire, enjoying its cheering warmth, as they sipped 
their whiskey punch, out of ample tumblers from off 
the stained table. The contents of a curiously-shaped 
black bottle, and a glass sugar bowl, manufactured out of 
a defunct decanter, formed the matiriel; while the hissing 
Ateam of a small tin, black-sided kettle, resting on the 
metal hob of the grate, proclaimed its readiness to take 
an active part in a second hrew^ when the contents of the 
wide-mouthed tumblers were exhausted. Neither gentle- 
man, however, seemed in a hurry to draw on the pleasant 
resources before them ; but discussed various matters, as 





18 POISONEBS AND PROPAOAITDIBTS ; 

well as their toddy, with a leisurable sort of et^ouemmt 
that promised do expected interruption for that evening ; 
while the elder of the two took a venerable-looking clay 
pipe from off the chimney-piece, that stood between an 
hour glass and letter weigher, and filling it with the 
*' fragrant weed," he drew forth from a small round 
papier^maehi box, that rested in the depths of his volu- 
minous breast pocket, with a St Bridget dressed in 
*• scarlet and fine linen," pictured on its lid, commenced 
smoking, at intervals recurring to the contents of the 
large tumbler, while his companion, stimulated by his 
senior s example, searched on the small table in the comer 
for a meerschaum, which, when discovered under a pile of 
newspapers, looked dilapidated, and used up. As he 
filled its bowl from the St. Bridget box, prefacing this 
petty larceny of church property by a muttered some- 
thing, its only articulate sounds being — " Run out of 
tobacco" — a good-humored assenting " Humph !" was 
his principaFs comment. 

Ajid while both gentlemen sat vis-d-vts, puffing blue 
vapour, the lazy-drawing chimney seemed reluctant to 
carry away, one might observe the striking contrast in 
appearance between men whose social tastes appeared so 
similar. 

The Parish Priest was large and corpulent, with a 
good-humored, indolent expression of countenance, rosy 
cheeks, grey eyes, with a merry twinkle, and though his 
features, now under the influence of a soothing narcotic, 
looked almost placid and benign, still a critical observer 
would coincide with his maid of all work, Betty, *' that 
his reverence was mighty aisy put in a passion, hot enough 
while it lasted, but 'twas over in a minute ;" while his 
Curate, or coadjutor, looked as if the hot blood of youth 
had been expelled, by galvanism, from his cheek, and the 
low set, dark, impassioned eye shrunk from encountering 
another^s gaze, as if afraid of being inoculated by feel- 
ings he had quelled within himself. 

Poor Father Tom, he was one of those who never 
look his fellow man or woman '^ straight in the face," an 
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idiosyncrasy of the nervous system sometimes ; but in the 
young coadjutor's case, the revelation of the low. set, dark 
eyes told more of the secret thoughts of the hidden man, 
than their proprietor wished to telegraph to a hard-judg* 
ing, censorious world ; and now, as he puffed his battered 
meerschaum, he never looked fairly at his companion 
when replying to his remarks, but stole a sly, observant 
glance out of the comer of his too expressive optics, as 
they conversed in a desultory manner. 

At length the jolly-looking Parish Priest, laying his 
black pipe on the chimney-piece, and brewing his second 
capacious tumbler of stiff punch, remarked— 

" Anyway 'tis pleasant to have one's work done for 
them, sometimes, moreover such a cold, raw night as this. 
Father Doherty will want something hot when he comes 
in, but those foreign priests ain*t any way social — ^hardly 
a man amongst them didn^t take the pledge against a 
good laugh as well as good liquor, and yet, 'tis the fashion 
now to give the people plenty of amusement ; but as for 
my part, I think the jig-house and play-house enough to 
corrupt a whole nation." 

" Still, the march of intellect requires it," returned the 
younger man, '* and this is the age of excitement, and 
excitement is amusement." 

*' Don't deceive yourself. Father Tom, I never was put 
into a flurry about anything ; I wasn't tormented, instead 
of being pleased ; and * the march of intellect,' as you call 
it, is, I think, the march of the bad boy, the cross between 
us and all harm ; my own private opinion is," he added, 
in a confidential tone, *^ that before all this talks about 
missions, and before those Redemptorist Fathers ever 
came among us, the people minded their duties better, 
and paid the dues to their clergy more regular ; but now, 
their minds are upset, running after Father Rinoldi, and 
Father Knmscetzki. They'll soon look down on their 
own parish priest, and then, good bye to the Catholics, 
the soupers '11 soon come at them with the Bible ; sure, 
already, we am't thought genteel enough, by the ultra- 
montane party ; and the priests, forsooth, must no longer 
2 
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be supplied out of the ranks of the people ; let them once 
carry out that," added Father Doyle, with much warmth 
of manner (whose own respected father was a ploughman), 
" and I promise them all the good Dan O'Connell ever 
gained for Ireland goes for nothing, and worse than 
nothing." 

^' A well served mass, something out of the common, 
and a Redemptorist mission, with processions, and the 
sacrifice of the Quaranf Ore^ with indulgences, does well 
enough, now and again, and, may be, is good for enlivening 
the people*8 devotion to the true Church ; but once make 
the Catholic clergy from among the gentry to be bowing 
and scraping acquaintance to their own equals, why, 
the people of Ireland wouldn't stand it, and no parish 
priest or coadjutor, could command the people's votes at 
the next election ; they'd soon see they wer'n't one of 
themselves ; and the tenants would vote with the landlords, 
sooner than trust their priests, that would be likely to sell 
them, to advance their own grand relations. Take my 
word for it. Father Tom," he concluded, in a very 
sagacious tone, " if the Holy Father raises up gentlemen 
priests, and excludes the sons of the people from serving 
mass before the Catholic altars of this country, the 
Protestant parsons will soon be singing psalms in the 
chapels ; for there's not a truer saying than that 
* Ireland's battle must be fought on the hustings.' " 

'^ Except," remarked Father Tom, with his dark eyes 
looking into the fire, instead of at the glowing countenance 
of his companion, " behind the barricades." 

*' Well, that was tried, and failed," observed the elder 
Priest, with a displeased glance at his younger brother. 

** It did," replied the reverend young Irelander, with 
some bitterness of tone, ** because there were traitors in the 
camp ; but for that, the green flag now would be flying 
over the Castie of Dublin." 

" Well, Father Tom, that's a point you and I can 
never agree on,'* replied Father Doyle in a dogged tone. 

*'And I'll always maintain Dan O'ConneU was the 
greatest man Ireland ever saw; and his motto wa8» 
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* Moral Force.' Look what he wrung out of England by 
it, for the trampled down Catholics ! Where's the penid 
laws now ? And wasnH he able to drive a coach and four 
through every Act of Parliament they tried to frame 
against our holy religion ? And wasn't every Government 
afraid to meddle with us, whether they were Whig or 
Tory, while he kept * Justice for Ireland,' ringing in 
their ears ? But the Parish Priests, carrying all before 
them at the elections, did it for him ; and he had the 
people led on by their clergy at his back, on every hus- 
tings in Ireland." 

^^ He had sure enough,'* answered Father Tom, in a 
dejected tone, with the dark eyes still fixed on the fire. 
** But he let his opportunity go by, and hadn't courage to 
strike the blow, that would free his country from Saxon 
tyrants, but truckled to them, and made clergy and 
people return a set of hungry place hunters, that hadn*t 
the price of their fare to London in their pockets, when 
they went over to sell their country to an English House 
of Commons. But no matter how poor they were, if they 
hadn't been false traitors to the true-hearted men that 
braved everything to vote them into power. But Erin's 
curse is to be betrayed by her own sons, and until the 
people are united as one man, to have a parliament and 
country of their own, Saxon gold will continue to 
corrupt her needy patriots. So say I, from the bottom of 
my heart, with the fine fellows that failed, because they 
were deceived." 

** Up with the barricades ! and invoke the God of 
war." And Father Tom stood up, and with a Brutus 
sort of air, plunged his hands into the very depths of the 
right and left pocket of his nether garment. His senior 
shook his head with a disapproving nod, but he did not 
immediately reply; for Father Tom was a local deity 
amongst the parishioners, and had a wild abrupt sort of 
eloquence about him, that took mightily with Father 
Doyle's congregation, who crowded in great numbers to 
his chapel, to hear their favourite ; thus, of course, 
increasbg the Parish Priest's income, who himself was 



1 
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Bomewhat deficient in this popular kind of oratory, so 
exciting to Irish hearers. Yet, though the good Father 
was a passionate admirer of *' the great O'Connell,'* and 
upheld invariahly, when discussing politics with his 
coadjutor, the doctrine of ^^ moral force/' still he 
refrained from enforcing his own views, orthodox as he 
believed them, on the schismatic disciple of ** physical 
force ;'' and respected nearly as much as the parishioners, 
the smashing discourses of Father Tom, as well as the 
self abnegation of the young man, who was always ready 
to attend a sick call, look after the afflicted and 
destitute ; and while he thundered forth reproof against 
the vicious, to the utmost limit of his own scanty means, 
sought to reform their evil courses, by relieving their 
wants. 

^' No use in trying that game again,*' at length, re* 
marked Father Doyle, with a half sigh, an unexpressed 
tribute of regret more to his companion's warlike ten« 
dencies, than to the barricade failure of *4S. 

^' Better to get out of England all we can, by instal- 
mentH of justice, that risk losing all (he great O'Conuell 
gained for us, by fighting her trained soldiers vnth a 
half.fed sec of poor creatures, that wouldn't make a 
breakfast for her Light Infantry, not to say Heavy Dra- 
goonit, riding, and cutting them down ; with her Navy, 
battering our sea-port towns about our ears. Why, the 
Catholics wouldn't be as well off as they are now, in half 
a century ! Havn't we our men in the grand jury box ? 
— Poor-iaw Guardians ? and High Sheriffs ?— Council to 
the Lord Lieutenant ? and Judges of the land ? Why, 
man ! we have the ball at our foot, if we only keep the 
people true to us at the elections, and let their Clergy 
choose for them the right men to be returned to the 
English Parliament." 

^' Yes," observed father Tom, in a sarcastic tone, 
somewhat more anglicised in its accent than he had 
hitherto used ; "^ respectable Cawtholics, as the Chancellor 
called for,'* he added, resuming his own voice, ** when 
there was a vacancy in a Protestant Bishoprick to fill 
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up. 'Tis these men you boast of—those * respectable 
Cawtholics,' — that have struck the rights of our nation in 
the dust — ^Riade their country^s wrongs a stepping stone 
into office, for themselves, and their nominees. Perish,'* 
be cried, with some vehemence of manner, ** the traitor 
Irishman, be he Catholic, or not, who barters freedom for 
place, under Saxon tyrants. If the battle is to be fought 
at the hustings, it must be against Whig Catholic jobbery ; 
for if a man of the people can*t be found to represent 
them, let the tenant farmers of Ireland send some honest 
Tory to the British Parliament sooner, who won*t sell 
them for place, and doesn't rack-rent the lands their 
fathers held over their heads : but the * ffood time* may 
appear long in commg, but come it will,'' he cried, and 
the dark eyes looked into the bright blaze, as if the 
* good time' he spoke of, was shadowed there ; ^' for the 
nation who feels her fetters, will shake them off, and 
Methinks I hear a little bird, who sings, 
The people, by and by, will be the stronger." 

•* Don't heed the screech-owl's song, then," observed 
the elder Priest, who mistook the quotation of Byron's, 
for some of Mazzini^s revolutionary poetry, Father Tom 
delighted in reciting, occasionally, more for his own 

Eleasure, than the worthy Parish Priest's, who had a holy 
error of the Itahan Republican. ** I*m afraid, my 
friend," he added, ^* you got into a bad set, when you 
were at Rome. Men— -God bless us ! that would dethrone, 
if they could, the Pope himself. Luck, or grace, can't 
attend them, or their writings ; and I often wonder at 
you. Father Tom, a man that knows the difference, how 
you can be bit by such notions." 

** By a love of freedom," exclaimed the young coad- 
jutor. ** It surely is a wonder, when the iron hoof of 
despotism has so long ground the Irish, as well as the 
Italian, into the dust. But liberty is both our birthrights, 
and ^ liberty' shall be, yet, the cry of Priest and layman ! 
Italy wants no temporal sovereign but her people ; and 
Ireland is the same; the supreme Pontiff is alike the 
Head of our Church, but Fio Nono should have come 
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back from Gaeta, stripped of everything but ecclesias- 
tical power," 

This was a climax Father Doyle had dreaded, and he 
now fidgetted on his chair, whilst he cried out— 

** Whisht, man, let nobody hear you use such shocking 
language, walls have ears;" and swigging off the re- 
mainder of the contents of his second tumbler, he mut- 
tered to himself, as he went to the parlour door, to call 
to his maid, Betty, to bring up a candle, *' Nobody is the 
better of listening to such awful talk as that; if the 
Priests at Rome lose their senses, and turn out Red 
Republicans, its all up with the infallible Church." And, 
with something like a groan, he drew forth his breviary, 
which had reposed in the same pocket with the St. 
Bridget box, and settled himself to read his office for 
the night, as a decided, and well-executed double de- 
mand for entrance, was performed on the brass knocker 
of the street door. 

The clear, ringing sound, startled one Priest from ex- 
ecuting his pious intention ; and tlie other, from a warlike 
reverie, wherein certain bright and dull innoxious coals, 
under the perspective gaze of a pair of dark eyes, were, 
by some alchymy of the spirit, transformed into hostile 
armaments, set in battle's stem array, now vanished, 
when the double knock resounded in his ears, as the airy 
fabric of a dream, or a ghost, put to flight by the first 
crow of that domestic watchman, the household cock. 
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CHAPTER III. 

■ What is man ? for as simple he looks, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths, and his shadows, his good, and his evil, 
All in all, he*s a problem, must puzzle the deTil. 

Buairs. 



" TT'S not Father Doherty's rap," whispered the head 
Jl of the establishinent to his maid, Betty, who made 
her appearance with the candle : *' it's some of the 
strange Clergy. Father Tom, you*d better open the 
door." 

The coadjutor at once obeyed, and Betty, a sturdy- 
looking, middle aged woman, with the tact a Priest'i 
housekeeper should possess, removed the empty glasses 
from off the table, muttering something about '* not 
minding, if it was only Father Doherty ;" and, by the 
direction of her master^s demonstrative glance, hid the 
long-necked, black bottle, and its amfirkre^ the glass 
sugar bowl, on the cranky-looking sideboard, as Father 
Tom returned, ushering in a stranger, who, in a soft, 
gliding sort of step, entered the room. His dress was 
in strict accordance with a number one class Romish 
Priest ; and, as he saluted, and addressed Father Doyle, 
apologising, in courteous terms, for intruding on him at 
that unreasonable hour, there was something foreign in 



26 P0I80HEBS AXD FB0PAGUL5DISI8 ; 

his accent, which set him down as no '* Maynooth man," 
in both Priests* estimation. 

Betty retired, and, like a woman who knows secretB 
are to be discussed that she is to know nothing abofut, 
carefully closed the door after her, but, unlike servants 
of the laity, refrained from applying her ear to the key- 
hole, which must be admitted was a piece of self-denial, 
on her part, we will not say, with the maligners of the 
sex, considering she was a woman, but having witnessed 
the astonishment of two gentlemen, who, in Betty's es- 
timation, were omniscient, and the cool, self-possessed 
air of a third, who broke in on them so unexpectedly, 
her domestic service curiosity might naturally be excited. 
But not so ; on walked Betty, without faltering, to the 
lower regions, with her imaginative powers so well dis- 
ciplined, as not even to hazard a silent guess, at either 
the visitor's rank, or mission. 

Father Doyle and his coadjutor did both, in the few 
brief moments he had been in the room; the latter re- 
quested the stranger to be seated, in rather a constrained 
manner, while the former, with seemingly much hearti- 
ness of will, recommended a '' tumbler of punch. Not a 
bad thing such a cold foggy night." 

The hospitality was declined, but the reverend gentle- 
man accepted the chair, producing a missal-shaped note- 
book, drew forth from it, apparently, a letter, which, 
when he opened, seemed to contain only a few lines ; at 
the bottom of the page was affixed a seal ; this missive 
he handed to the elder Priest, and the good man, draw- 
ing the candle near him, seemed somewhat puzzled i^ 
reading its contents, although the character of the haad 
was not unfamiliar. 

Father Tom stole a look out of the comer of the dark 
eyes at the face of his cA^ while he read. 

The stranger fixed his bright flinty ones on the 

Eallid countenance of the coadjutor, and seemed to read 
im through, without any apparent difficulty. 
Father Doyle, at length, deciphered the cabalistic 
words, and holding the open letter in his hand, assured 
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the stranger, ^* to the utmoit of his own and his coadju- 
tor's power, they'd aid and assist him in any matter he 
was concerned about :*' concluding by a respectful hope, 
** that the health of Father Ignatius was good," with an 
earnest enquiry as to '* when he might be expected in 
this country," 

The stranger replied only to the last remark, because, 
perhaps, he judged rightly, it contained the pith of the 
civil speech just uttered. 

** Monsignore Reynard's presence," he said, with some 
emphasis on the foreign designation of this influential 
Jesuit, ^* in Ireland, could scarcely be calculated on at 
present, as his personal and valuable aid was just then 
required in a distant'land, to organise some matters con- 
nected with the immediate interests of his order. 
Bat," added this courteous gentleman. ** though this 
great man's heart is truly Catholic, watching over the 
true faith of our Holy Mother Church throughout the 
terrestrial globe, still his own country lies nearest its 
core, and be assured his ubiquitous care is never, for a 
moment, no matter where he may be, withdrawn from the 
land of his birth." 

The dark eyes of Fathei Tom stole a furtive glance at 
the speaker's face, but were withdrawn in an instant, 
and fixed on the fire. Did he expect to read the real 
meaning of sounds uttered so smoothly, there ? Hard to 
say, for the first lesson taught her Priesthood, by the 
Church of Rome, is to veil their inward thought from the 
scrutiny of others, divulging the secret mysteries of their 
companionless hearts only in the ear of some brother 
Priest in the Confessional. 

'* Father Ig — , that is, Monsignore Reynard," oh- 
sorred the elder Priest, ** wrote to me some time ago, 
about a lady of fortune that is come to live near this, who 
turned from the Church to the Chapel, some time ago." 

** That is, embraced Catholicity," remarked his visitor, 
slightly frowning at the homely mode of expression used 
by the Parish Priest, while his fiinty eye glanced at him 
cold and bright, as if made of steel. 
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** JuBt 80,'* returned Father Doyle, with a corrected 
look, *' and now 8he*8 thinking of turning back again. 
My coadjutor here. Father Tom Kavanagh, was to eee 
her to-day, and he telle me he wouldn't be surprised if 
she read her recantation before a week was out." 

^* This must be looked to at once," replied the strange 
Priest, quickly, *^ and it is respecting Mrs. Delma, partly, 
I have disturbed you this evening/' 

And the bright cold eyes rested on the cross grained 
table, where a little isthmus of recently spilt punch 
divided an island stain of ink, from a mainland patcli oi 
former social discoloration, his glance, transient as it was, 
^ving an emphasis of irony to his half implied apology. 

^*What induces this woman to waver?" asked he^ 
rather abruptly, addressing the younger Priest. 

** I should think, naturally, she is not a strong-minded 
woman," replied Father Tom, *' and seems now to regret 
greatly, being separated from her husband and children^ 
for he won*t let her see them, except at times, and then 
their father must be present ; I think she's a woman full 
of whims, I suppose, from having a large fortune in her 
own right, and having her fancies always indulged ; but 
as to religion, it was only like the fashion of a new gown 
with her. When her husband used to go over to 
hunt in Leicestershire, she fell in with some high people 
that were Puseyites there, and picked up their jargon, 
about turning the Church of the State into something 
like a caricature of Catholicity, borrowing the ornaments 
of our worship, and neither admitting, or denying, many 
of the leading doctrines of our infallible Church. And 
with this corpse, decked out in borrowed finery, the in* 
vention of vain learned men, who wish to have the credit 
of producing something original themselves in the way 
of a Church, to suit the morbid taste for splendour and 
excitement in aristocratic circles, Mrs. Delma's friends, 
who, I suppose, had more sense than herself, like many 
before them, perceived there was no vitality in the dead 
body they adorned, without a Spiritual head, or acknow- 
ledged Priestly power; so they gave up being partial 
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copjrists, and became out and out Catholics; and this 
lady, Vm thinking, not to be outdone, followed their 
example, but she's neither one thing nor th*other, and 
seems to think the Catholic Church rather a vulgar sort 
of thing at this side of the water, and complains of bad 
smells in the Irish chapels, and want of style in the 
Irish priests ; and hints, if she knew as much before as 
she does now, she would not have acted so much from 
impulse; in fact,*' added Father Tom, emphatically, 
'* sheUl turn back again, and nobody can help her, and 
that's my decided opinion/' 

** Impossible ! " exclaimed our old acquaintance, Father 
Peter, carefully divested of his military moustadhe, and 
accurately dressed after the most approved clerical pat- 
tern. ''Impossible!'' repeated he; that whim must be 
opposed, and opposed effectually." 

^* Easier said than done, I'm afraid," observed the 
elder Priest. *' Sure, we took the Redemptorist Fathers 
to see her, and one of them. Father la Pirouette, who is 
a Frenchman, I thought, would be of use to her, he's so 
fashionable and polite, quite all the lady in his manners, 
and she used to hint so much about all she felt, confess- 
ing to mere vulgar Irish priests ; but, my dear Sir, she'd 
talk of nothing but Paris to him, and he discoursed her 
about the edifying Catholic faith of the Empress, and 
how she prized and exalted those pious Catholic ladies 
who were converted to the true Church ; and 'twas all 
very well while it lasted ; but the short and the long of 
the matter is this, she'd like to hear high mass well 
enough in Noire Dame^ or in Cardinal Wiseman's 
Church, and others like it, got up in the Italian style ; 
but in her heart she looks down upon Irish priests and 
Irish chapels." 

" Low vulgar politicians, now-a-days," observed the 
owner of the dark eyes fixed on the fire, in a tone of 
asperity, evidently smarting under a severe rebuke de- 
livered recently by his Diocesan, to check his well-known 
^* young Ireland " predilections. 

*' The priesthood of the Catholic Church in Great 
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Britain," remarked the observant Father Peter, in a mild 
conciliating tone, ** must be politicians, notwithstanding ; 
for their sacred faith abjures its oath of allegiance to a 
heretic Sovereign, and clings to the hope, however distant 
It may appear, of the throne of England being filled by 
our recognised legitimate sovereign of the House of 
Modena.'' 

This might have been thrown out as ^feder^ to draw 
forth the political creed of the young coadjutor, or it 
might be the genuine expression of a Jesuit officer of 
Her Majesty, Queen Victoria's Life-Guards' loyalty ; but 
the young Irelander was too wary of expressing his 
Republican views in such ultramontane company, and 
let it pass without comment, while Mb heart acknow^ 
ledged no fealty, but to *' the Sovereign Majesty of the 
People/* 

The good easy Parish Priest thought, with some dis- 
may, " What next ?" his own feelings being decidedly 
opposed to " physical intervention '* in the succession 
•• question." 

Something like an awkward pause ensued, broken, 
however, with Father Peter's inimitable toc^ by a modest 
request of being introduced to Mrs. Delma the following 
day. "He would just walk up with Father Tom, to 
her handsome villa in the suburbs, before the hour she 
received visitors or went out; not too early, lest this 
fashionable lady might be invisible." 

So Father Doyle named one o'clock *' the nick of 
time," while Father Tom muttered some inarticulate 
sound, like "Aye, if she's in the humour:" and tho- 
roughly disgusted with both his companions, the exighe^ 
Captain Gardner, under the assumed garb of a Jesuit 
Priest, stood up to withdraw, taking back first, however, 
the paper he had submitted for perusal on his entrance, 
and carefully replacing it in the missal got- up note^book, 
his eye rested on some hieroglyphic characters on its 
open page, and as if, at that moment, he was reminded of 
something he had forgotten (which was far from being 
the case;, he addressed the elder Priest in a careless tone. 
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"Wimbledon Terrace is in your parish, I believe? 
Have you any notes respecting a widow who resides 
there, of the name of Lee, for some years back ?" 

•' I think I have. Sir,'* replied Father Doyle, appa- 
rently not surprised at the question; **at all events, 
Wimbledon Terrace is down in the book I keep for the 
Bishop's inspection, and for the direction of the Clergy in 
tfaeir duties through the parish. Father Tom," he added, 
addressing his young assistant, '' it's in the upper drawer 
in the bookcase in my own room, where I keep my best 
suit : here's the key : fetch it down ; you know the book, 
and if I'm not mistaken, we wrote something, lately, 
under the very name you have mentioned. Sir." 

The young Priest returned after a few moments, laden 
with a ponderous looking ledger, of the largest dimen« 
Bions. 

The book was placed on the table, and with a very 
business sort of air, the Parish Priest turned over its 
leaves, while his coadjutor stood by, assisting his search 
for " Wimbledon Terrace," and when the right page 
was found, with a practised finger he ran over the num- 
bers of the houses, and at No. 13 came to a full stop. 

Opposite, stood the name of the proprietor, *' Mrs. Lee, 
widow," and in juxtaposition was a note reference to 
some page, containing details connected with No. 13, 
Wimbledon Terrace. 

'* Is it within the last seven years you want the infor- 
mation, Sir ?" asked the young Priest, before he turned 
to read the comment. 

*» Why, I rather think not," answered Father Peter ; 
** b:it I wish to see what you have there, as well as your 
jottings down seven years ago." 

** They were mine then, not his," remarked the elder 
Priest. ** I am after serving my three apprenticeships in 
this parish." 

*' More shame for your Diocesan to leave such a 
homely piece of goods near the metropolis, and lose such 
women as Mrs. Delma, by your vulgarity," thought the 
Jesuit ; but he said aloud, •' It's time for you to be pro- 
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moted to t richer parish than this, I think. Father Dc^le. 
Men like yoa, that have worked so long, should get a 
writ of ease in some easy-worked place, where they'd be 
well paid." 

*' Why, then, now," returned the good-natured looking 
Priest, *' I*d grieve to the heart, leaving this parish. Not 
an old face in it* or a paving-stonei I may say, that Tm 
not as familiar with as my own breviary; and I met 
with nothing but good will and respect since I came in 
it, from Protestants as well as Catholics ; and when the 
Bibles, and the proscribed books, as they call them, were 
burnt, by order of the Foreign Mission, the other day, 
in my parish, the blackest Orangeman among them never 
called me out of my name, or tried to injure me in any 
way. And I'd rather," he added, looking round the 
shabby room, while his twinkling eye glistened, '^ have 
my old quarters here, than the Archbishop of Dublin's 
palace ; for Fve known it so long, it's like the face of a 
man's child, I may say, and I never wished to change it, 
and knew nothing in it but a contented mind." 

Poor Father Doyle, your simple eloquence was thrown 
away ; for at that moment the Jesuit inspector, you so 
freely opened the local attachment of your nature to, had 
decided on your removal, and already, in his mind's eye, 
stationed you in a distant parish from the metropolis, 
where there were no lady converts to be disgusted, or 
Pusieyitish ones to be won over to the true Church by re- 
fined sophistry and courtly Jinesse; while your Republi- 
can coadjutor he mentally consigned to a roountainy cure, 
in the most retired parish in the county of Wicklow, with 
a Rector of the genuine ultramontane stamp, who never 
read the '* Nation" newspaper, or allowed so dangerous a 
liberty to his Curate. 

" Show it to me," asked the expatriated P. P. of Wim- 
bledon Terrace, in faturo^ of his Curate, as he turned 
over the pages, to discover a commentary on Widow Lee 
and her family, seven years before. ** I know where to 
find it, in the beginning of the book j every seven years, 
you know, a new list is taken." 
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" Or rather," observed his Jesuit visitor, ^* the old list 
is revised." 

" Well, that*s the way, Sir," replied the good-humored 
Priest, who little suspected the private decision his guest 
had come to respecting his own revision. *' I see. Sir, 
you're well up to these matters ; but though I keep the 
book pretty fair, with the help of my coadjutors, the re- 
script order being so strict about it, yet 'tis seldom I look 
it over, except when it's called for this way, by gentlemen 
like you, Sir, or to show Father Tom, there, and Father 
Doherty, who is, and who is not, in the parish ; but here 
V7e have Wimbledon Terrace, again. No. 13, sure 
enough ; ' Widow Lee.' Here, Father Tom, read the 
notes," he added, ** my sight, latterly, isn't the best, and 
that candle wants snuffing." 

And with a rusty-looking apparatus, that reposed in a 
narrow-shaped tray of red japan, that lay on the table be- 
side the luminary, he performed decapitation on a wick 
resembling the major black plume of a hearse, while 
Father Tom commenced reading the affiche attached to 
unconscious Widow Lee's name. 

*' Allow me," cried Father Peter, interrupting him, 
and glancing at the page ; *' I'll not give you that trouble, 
I'll just look it over myself." 

And suiting the action to the word, he drew the book 
across the table, near where he stood, and bending over 
it, read rapidly, in a low, unconnected tone, as if intended 
only for his own information — 

'• Church of England heretic"—** Supposed to be poor" 
— •* Take in day scholars"—** Two sons, twins" — ** One 
daughter"—*' Quiet people." 

The bright steel eye seemed to take it all in with a 
glance, while he sought in each successive year some 
notice or event he seemed to look for. 

The word ** death" at length fixed his flinty gaze, 
and taking out the missal note-book, he copied, 
with his gold pencil, the paragraph, verbatim; it ran 
thus :— 

** 11 th day of August died, as the clock struck twelve, 
D 
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P. M. George Lee, a twin, aged ten years, five mofnths, 

and thirteen days." 

" Have you hia birth here ?" demanded the Jesuit, 
looking up, but keeping hia finger on the spot where he 
left off reading. 

" I should think not," replied Father Doyle. "Yon 
see, Sir, in the seven years you are looking over. Widow 
Lee came to Wimbledon Terrace; the servant, Sa% 
Connors, vou see. Sir, is put down a Catholic, and she 
told to the very minute the child died, and moreover, 
brought me, privately, the Bible 'twas written in, by 
Widow Lee herself, for I'm more particular about the 
deaths than I am about anything else, for before I ever 
was in the Church I heard tell of a great lawsuit being 
ffained by the priest's book, and the man who gained it 
built a new chapel for the priest, and gave him, into the 
bargain, a good round sum of money for himself, and 
siffns on, youll see whatever is missed, the deaths are 
all put down pretty correct. I make the servants and 
the nurse-tenders report them to me, before they go 
out of their head, and bring me any bit of writing to 
look at, the family may have about them ; but the child 
was born before they came to Wimbledon Terrace, I'm 
sure. 

BvZJ^iA^'' ?" °^*'" *« "8t Of t^« information re- 
specting Widow Lee and family. 

doorlikll^ni'l! ^, *^* ^*«"*' g»^e t^o «P8 at the haU 

copied infd'the '1^«/, '^°"««i»« biography was gravely 
•miled ae the arTflt'i'*P^^'^"t«-^<'«''. ^^^ its own« 
comment on the eurSts «"?!»* Bnule, while he read the 

" Methodist l^"^ t^** boy. 
friends." "™— ftoteetant parson— with Tory 

And Captain QarA„ 
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'* A noble-looking Italian lodging with Widow Lee" 
— '• Knew him at Rome"—" Is now proscribed for hold- 
ing liberal opinions*' — ^" Speaks English like a native" — 
*' Studying Theology, imder a Protestant Minister, Mr. 
Smythe" — " Lives very retired" — " Attends worship in 
the Protestant Church — " Time or cause of falling into 
heresy, not known" — '* Bears the name of a noble Italian 
fanxily, Luigi di Cortona." 

The steel, flinty-looking eye of Father Peter dilated 
with the intensity of its owner's satisfaction, as he glanced 
over Father Tom's comments, but there was no start of 
pleasurable surprise, or exclamation of joy, to betray the 
passing emotion. 

In a calm, low tone he remarked — 

" Di Cortona served with Garibaldi, and is under sen- 
tence of death. He is a dangerous man, and, if he can, 
will revolutionize Italy yet ; he must be looked closely 
after. Is this Widow Lee's present servant a Catholic ?" 
he asked, abruptly. 

*' Yes," replied the elder Priest, " I think she is. Do 
you remember, Father Tom ?" 

The young man glanced at the page before the Jesuit, 
and replied— 

" To be sure she is; the servant's name, don't you 
see, has the initial C. after it ?" 

" If," observed Father Peter, " this woman should not 
be in any order, let her at once be got to join a rosary of 
twelve other women you can depend on, or at least, most 
of them ; they will watch her, and she will watch this. 
renegade heretic from his religion and coimtry, so that 
his future career can be damaged or stopped, as best to 
promote the interests of the Church." 

The young Priest bit his lip until it nearly bled. 

*' He is no renegade from his country, I believe," ob- 
served he, in a low tone, that in spite of his efforts to 
repress it, betrayed some indignant emotion. '^ The first 
wish of his soul, I understand, is to see Italy free — re- 
leased from the presence of foreign troops, and a liberal 
constitution established, as in the days of Bienzi." 

D 2 
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The cold, flinty eye of Father Peter was fixed oo the 
young man's face, as he spoke. 

** That which in a Secular State can be accomplished, 
is simply impossible in a Pontifical State,*' replied the 
Jesuit, in a mild, quiet tone ; '' and therefore he who 
would attempt to divorce the temporal from the spiritual 
power of the SoTereign Pontiff, would annihilate the 
Pope, as well as Catholicity, and so incur mortal sin." 

Father Doyle groaned as he turned towards the fire, 
and poked its glowing embers, to escape encountering' 
the strange Priest's searching glance, that oscillated 
between him and his coadjutor; who with wonderful 
self-possession replied — 

*^ Yet many good Catholics maintain the Holy Father's 
spiritual power would be greater and more respected, if 
devested of the arbitrary temporal authority that has been 
so long wielded to crush the liberties of the people." 

'' Their names as Catholics should be blotted out," 
replied the Jesuit, in a slightly sarcastic tone, '' or 
appear only in the Index JEjpurpaiarius ; the spiritual 
edicts of the Pope must continue to be enforced by bis 
temporal power, for such is the refractory spirit and 
insubordination of the modem Italian, that the laity of 
Borne would desert even the Confessional, did not im- 
prisonment await those who refused observing so sacred 
a rite as to confess." 

The young Irelander had some vague idea of liberty 
of conscience floating through his brain ; but he gave no 
expression to his feelings, and his Parish Priest relieved 
his embarrassment by remarking — 

"Oh ! 'twould never do to strip the Pope of hi& 
guards, he must have Peter's sword as well as keys ; 
what people won't do through love, they must be made 
do through fear, for their own good. I'll get this widow 
Lee's servant maid into a rosary. Sir, and then 'tis hard 
if we can't hear something, and get this Republican 
Italian into a hoult, one way or another ; and I'm think- 
ing, Sir, when once you have him under your thumb, 
youUl know how to deal with him." 
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The white teeth of the Jesuit Father Peter were dii* 
played, glittering and expreBsiye, without even the aid of 
a military noioustache to Mt them off; they conveyed, 
more than the most ezpresaive sentence could, of the 
crunching^ the apostate Italian would receive at his hand. 
Father Tom's dark eyes were turned towards that city 
of refuge to him — the fire ; but a smile of lofty disdain 
played round tlie patriotic Priest's mouth. 

" Don*t you wish you may catch him," was his secret 
thought ; while his inward resolve took the form of some- 
thing like '' I'll foil your manoeuvres ; this noble young 
Republican shan't be trapped, if I can help it." 

*' You'll not forget one o'clock to-morrow," said 
Father Peter, addressing the owner of the dark eyes, 
in a voice of great suavity, as he moved to depart. 

*' I shall depend entirely on your pilotage in managing 
this whimsical Mrs. Delma; my mission calls me to 
search out, and confirm, the wavering and unstable." 

And in his own mind he had already prescribed a 
pilgrimage to Rome, for Father Tom himself, as soon as 
he was duly located in his mountain cure. 

'* The very air of the eternal city," thought he, " puts 
to flight those false notions of liberty; fasting and 
penance will take his Republican spirit down ; if not, it 
can harmlessly exhale in the dungeons of St. Angelo." 

His thoughts reverted to the other object of his 
missionary cure, ** My ruby ring, and violet satin neck 
gear, will do much to confirm this wavering lady ; a trip 
to Paris, and a smart French Abbe for a confessor, and 
she is Catholic for life." 

•' What mission does he belong to ?" enquired the 
young Priest of his senior, after the departure of their 
Visitor. 

" The mission of the oblates of Mary," replied Father 
Doyle, '* and I'm thinking it was not for good he came 
spying after us to-night." 

His coadjutor's heart responded in the affirmative, 
with a strange presentiment of evil connected with the 
visit ; but before he could reply, the well known knock 
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of Father Doherly interrupted the current of both their 
thoughts. 

" That's he, at last,'' cried the Parish Priest ; " these 
Redemptorist Fathers must have had great doings in the 
Chapel, to keep him so long. Put the glasses on the 
table. Father Tom, while Betty is opening the door for 
him ; and Til put the kettle on the fire," he added, in his 
zeal to promote the comfort of his junior coadjutor, " for 
he*ll want a hot tumbler, badly, and so will we, after the 
damper that was here tbis evening. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Self flatter'd, nnezperienced, blgh in hope, 

When yonng with sangnine cheer, and streamen gay, 

We cnt oar cable, launch into the world, 

And fondly dream each wind and star our friend, 

All in some darling enterprise embarked ; 

Bat where is he, can fathom its eyent ? 

^* IVT Y dear Madam,** said Frank Lee, addressing his 
i.\L mother, in the same pleasant little drawing-room 
we first introduced him to our readers, the morning after 
he had taken a run up from Fosterton Park, ostensibly to 
see his family, but in reality to decide on the tone of a 
harmonium, for the private chapel he officiated in, *' Pro* 
testantism should be called Tudorism, fierce and coarse ; 
its spirit is inimical to the development of the present 
day. The Reformation, as it is termed, sacceeded in a 
Puritanical age, the times we live in are more enlightened 
days of excitement and bustle, when men require 
recreation, and are beginning now to regard their Maker 
no longer as a harsh task-master, frowning on innocent 
enjoyments, and scenes of amusement, where each may 
strive for some individual excellence, but as a beneficent 
Being, who created the love of pleasure in our hearts, 
and approvingly regards its indulgence as an alleviation 
of earthly sorrow and sickness— « relief to laborious 
fatigue and mental anxiety. In fact, amusement of one 
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kind or another is now found to be the best correctiTe 
against that worldly ferment that engrosses mankind in 
the present day." 

*' Francis," replied Mrs. Lee, sadly pained to find her 
son advocating sentiments so opposed to revealed truth, 
'' if the Bible were a fable, your reasoning might admit of 
argument ; but the Word of God says expressly, ' Be ye 
not conformed unto this world ;' and the apostle Paul, 
reprobating some who had fallen away, describes them 
as * lovers of pleasure, more than lovers of God.' *' 

''Oh, but mother," remarked Letty Lee, quickly, 
'' Frank seems to ignore the Scriptures altogether. The 
development of the present age appears to me to have 
got quite beyond such old fashioned lights as revelation 
to walk by." 

" Scripture, like everything else," replied the young 
man, with an air of supercilious superiority, *' should be 
modified to suit the exigencies of the age. What was 
preached on the sea shore of Galilee, to illiterate fisher- 
men, should be liberally interpreted by untrammelled 
intellects, in the saloons of London or Paris." 

'* Oh, Francis," cried Mary Elmore, who was seated 
at a small table, near the window, finishing a pencil 
sketch, '^ remember who that gospel was preached by — 
* Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever/ 
There was no past or future to His omniscient eye ; the 
world's ages were always present; and surely, if His 
glorious gospel was to be modified to suit the progress of 
sinful man, provision for such a ' liberal interpretation' 
would have been made by Him whose mission was to 
save, through the revolutions of time, a lost world." 

"Nevertheless, Mary," returned Frank Lee, attempting 
to laugh, " heavy eaters and hard thinkers, with gloomy 
thoughts about our hereafter, and in these islands, with 
weeping skies above us, require mirth as an alterative ; 
dullness is not religion." 

*' Certainly not," replied she ; " but how many sources 
of pleasurable enjoyment do we possess, that tend to make 
our fellow creatures happier *— draw our own minds from 
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low ttnd groTelling punuits, to the contemplation of the 
work» of the Great Architect— fill our hearts with prayer 
and piaise— and, in the cultivation of our mental facultiee, 
learn that true deTelopment, a knowledse of our own 
inferiority to attain that excellence which is only to be 
found in a better and purer world than this." 

As Mary Elmore spoke, she had laid down her pencil* 
and her usually pale cheek was now slightly flushed, at 
finding herself saying so much before a stranger; for 
Mrs. Lee*s Italian lodger was present, taking no pait in 
the conversation, but apparently occupied looking over a 
book of drawings of Miss Elmore's, that lay on the 
Uble. 

*' Mary is right," observed Mrs. Lee, seated in her 
arm-chair, knitting, near the fire; *'if the men and women 
of our day were less * heady minded,' and people under- 
stood better the plague of their own hearts, tiiey would 
not seek, by resorting to frivolous pleasures, to mcrease 
either their, own or their fellow creatures' happiness. 
They forget that a treacherous enemy works within their 
own breasts-^ein ! hateful sin !-— ready to assist the 
oatward temptation, whatever it may be, and so gain the 
mastery. Our Lord knew the weakness of human nature 
well, when he applied the same warning to future gene- 
rations that he did to his dbciples, the fishermen of 
Galilee— ' What I say unto you, I say unto all, watch !' " 

** And he taught his disciples," remarked Letty, ** a 
prayer, those who drink deeply of worldly pleasure 
need to use even more than others—' Lead us not into 
temptation.' " 

**But amusement is not temptation," returned ber 
brother. '* A clever writer of the present day has said, 
* A man, wearied with care and business, would find 
more change of ideas, with less fatigue, in seeing a good 
play, than in almost any other way of amusing himself;' 
and, after a dull, tame service, in the Anglican Church, 
on Sunday, constituted as it as present, I see no harm 
in indulging oneself in a relaxation so inoffensive as the 
drama." 
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" Remember, thou shalt keep the Sabbath day holj/* 
observed his mother, with a glance expressire of both 
surprise and horror towards her son. ** What a taint 
must your mind have received, Francis, to become, in so 
short a period, not only the advocate of indiscriminate 
and worldly amusement, but a desecrator of that Sabbath, 
instituted by the Liord Jehovah for the spiritual rest and 
spiritual refreshment of His believing people throughout 
all generations. Have you, indeed, my son, been dazded 
by the vain theories of men who would substitute for 
the revealed word of the Most High a code of religious 
opinions, adopted in much the same spirit as those who 
shift and change their views respecting the government of 
our country, and call it ' political expediency V True 
religion is as immutable as its Divine Author, and 
the written word He bestowed on fallen man, for his 
guidance, recognises no such false sophism as * religious 
expediency.' Christ came to fulfil all righteousness ; He 
insti'ucted, out of the Sciptures, the Jewish people on the 
Sabbath ; His disciples observed the SabbaUi, when they 
met together, the first day of the week — ^that Sabbath of 
Uieir risen Lord, who then just entered into His rest. 
They observed this day, set apart for the puposes of 
prayer and supplication, and fulfilled the injunction of 
the Prophet Isaiah, ^ Not doing their own ways, nor 
finding their own pleasure, nor speaking their own words, 
but called the Sabbath a delight, the holy of the Lord 
honourable.* Beware then, my dear child, of falling into 
such grievous error, sure to engulph the rudderless boat, 
launched on life's stormy sea without the pilotage of 
God's word, beneath the cold dark waters of unbelief." 

The anxious Christian mother sighed deeply, and her 
son answered her readily enough — 

" No fear of that, mother. I think the main error of 
the Anglican Church is, that she is too restricted by her 
articles in matters of belief. For my own part, I think 
a greater scope of faith than is considered orthodox, by 
either Calvinistor Lutheran, would make me far happier, 
and I am quite sure it does many others; for instance, when 
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one reads or hears of those pious and holy Saints, whom 
we may imagine as formiog part of the household in the 
Heavenly Court, do not our hearts whisper we should 
invoke their aid, jointly with that of the Supreme Being, 
giving an animated character, and something tangible, to 
our private devotions ?" 

The three ladies looked greatly shocked. 

The deep toned voice of Luigi di Gortona observed 
quietly — 

*' Twice St. John fell into the same error, when he 
fell down, and would have worshipped an angel; and 
twice that angel rebuked him — ' See thou do it not, for 
I am thy fellow servant, worship God.* " 

Frank Lee, somewhat startled at so striking a refuta- 
tion, from a quarter he least expected it, tried to look 
careless, as he replied-— 

'^Well, that is something to the point; still, in the 
language of that enlightened writer, Froude, I will say^ 
* These things may, perhaps, be idolatrous, but I cannot 
make up my mind about it.' '* 

** Greater, and better, men," replied the Italian divi- 
nity student, '* than the modem Tractarian, Froude, the 
pious and devoted Reformers of your Church, who swept 
away corruption, and restored the pure doctrines taught 
in the Holy Scriptures, sealing their faith with their 
blood, wrote and preached that ' Saint worship was 
idolatry,' in the same kind and degree with the worst 
that ever prevailed amongst the Egyptians, or the 
Canaanites.'' 

** Still, Tractarian writers are to me far more attrac- 
tive," replied the pupil of the Jesuit, Captain Gardner, 
evasively ; *' and I quite agree with Newman, that the 
Reformers 'mutilated the tradition of fifteen hundred 
years.' " 

** Pardon me !" cried di Cortona, " the present system 
of Romanism is not older than the Council of Trent, 
held about three hundred years ago; the innovaUng 
errors swept away by the Reformers, were not traditions, 
but are contained in the Creed of Pope Pius IV.> first 
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published after the Council of Trent. The Refonnere | 

but cleared away the rubbish ; * thpy built upon the 
foundation of the AposUes and Prophets, Jesus Chnst | 

himself being the chief corner stone.' " i 

** Still," replied Frank Lee conceitedly, " the Anglican I 

Church strikes me as very like the Jews, after they re- 
turned from captivity, who could never find the rod of 
Aaron, or the ark of the Covenant" 

" Lying miracles, and an infallible visible head, I sup- 
pose," retorted the Italian, in a tone of irony. " No ! they 
published abroad that Eternal Truth, Aposdes preached, 
they came out from the mystery of iniquity," added he, 
" and planted the tree of Freedom; it * took root down- 
wards, and bore fruit upwards,' so that the despots of the 
world cannot uproot its foundation ; and I, and others, 
who are persecuted to the death, for conscience sake, 
take shelter beneath its wide spreading branches. 
Surely, the Reformation was a glorious epoch in the 
world's history, throwing the full glare of Scripture light 
on the murky darkness of the middle ages ; and shall 
we, whom it emancipated from superstitious tyranny, 
™g away the gift;, and prove ungrateful ? God for- 

K ?*K^ Elmore's hand shaded her soft; expressive eyes, 
Dut they were fixed on the animated and noble counte- 

ance of the impassioned speaker. Her lover, of former 
J *?*» ''egarded her with complicated feelings ; she was 
her' ^^^* the first object of his thoughts ; but to have 
Proral^^^^ admiriugly on another, though only in ap- 
and ah^^ ^^* sentiments he advocated, piqued his vanity, 
hastUv ro * ^*°^' ^ ^' ^®'®' through his heart. He 
took UD tK^' *'!? approaching the table where she sat, 
ing to her ! ^'^^'^"^ed drawing before her, and address- 

He was T"^® *"^*^ remark, recalled her attention, 
one, and wa^ '^^""^ ^ Fosterton Park the day after but 
country friend **^*?^^^P^®^ executing commissions for his 
^ifl society • uIa^ ^"7 Elmore enjoyed but litde of 
absent, and'eafro^ ^'^ ^^^ "^^"^ together, he seemed so 
estranged, so indifferent to the social circle. 
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he formerly delighted in, to those little details of private 
Hfe, 80 interesting to his mother and sister, indulging in 
vague metaphysical disquisitions, now advocating the 
authentic information derived from '* Spirit rapping," 
** Mesmeric influences/' and '* Electro-hiologicid reve* 
lations," with disjointed sarcasms, fiung at random, 
against the tenets of the Reformation, a substitution of 
Bome form of worship undefined, and varying with ex* 
temal circumstances, his mind seemed to dwell ou, while 
his whole manner was tinctured with a supercilious con* 
tempt for old friends, and their opinions, that the inmates 
of No. 13, Wimbledon Terrace, as well as their neigh- 
bours, the Elmores, felt Mr. Frank Lee*8 departure for 
Fosterton Park something like a relief. 

His visit, certainly, did not increase their stock of 
happiness. Mrs. Lee*s eyes looked weak and red, after 
he was gone. Letty complained, that there was nothing 
but disappointment in the world, for she had looked for- 
ward, so hopefully, to Frank paying them a visit, had 
planned and talked so much about it, with Mary Elmore, 
and now, he had come and gone, and it had turned out 
so differently. He looked handsomer, and better, to be 
sure, than ever he did, but he had picked up such 
strange notions, had grown so opinionated ; in fact, he 
was anything but improved. 

Mary Elmore looked paler, and more thoughtful, but 
was silent. 

His mother sighed deeply; in her breast he had 
planted the deepest scar. She had used all her parental 
influence, in vain, to induce him to give up the chap- 
laincy at Fosterton Park. She was not aware how 
many other posts he fllled there ; but she judged rightly 
her child was subject to influences and examples, that 
militated against a spiritual growth in grace. And 
though Frank dwelt on the perspective advantages of 
his position, still the pious parent thought the '*one 
thing needful*' paramount to all other considerations, 
and that, evidently, from the increased wordly tone of 
her son's mind, was wanting at Fosterton Park. Then, 
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he had incurred debt, and tradesmen's bills were 
sent in for pajnment, and he thought so lightly of 
consigning them dishonored to the fire, scarcely glancing 
over the items, that his thrifty punctual parent was dis- 
tressed beyond measure, and remonstrated gently, but 
earnestly, on the great impropriety and ruinous result of 
such careless and reckless expenditure, so far exceeding 
his income. Frank listened impatiently to the matemsd 
lecture, pretty plainly intimating his old fashioned 
mother could hardly even hazard a g^ess at the current 
expenses of a young gentleman moving in aristocratic 
circles, not to say lay down rules to regulate his dis- 
bursements. After much kindly feeling on one side, and 
something like a forced contrition expressed on the other, 
the matter was settled, and so were the tradesmen's bills ; 
but Mrs. Lee resigned the hoarded savings which were to 
buy a new piano for Letty, with the new improvements, 
to enable her to continue some advanced pupils, who re- 
belled against receiving instruction on her well strummed 
old one ; and the old lady, suddenly, fell out with those 
little luxuries her daughter procured for her declining^ 
years, declaring her indifference, nay, dislike to such 
matters ; while her son returned to the country with his 
bills paid up, or in a f»r way of being so, and performed 
a daily service in the private chapel at Fosterton Park, 
intoned vespers, read Froude, Newman, Pusey, and Co., 
and thought only of the beautiful and fascinating woman, 
who marked the most insidious passages of these lumi- 
naries to the subversion of Scriptural religion, and dis.* 
tilled, as it were, poison into his veins. 

Mr, Fosterton had gone to London on pressing busi- 
ness — a new loan, from a Jewish firm, which exchanged 
hands before he left town, with some of Captain Gard- 
ner's friends, as they humorously wrote to that gentleman, 
after " rattling the bones." 

Miss Herbert indulged Mrs. Fosterton in an occasional 
9c4ance with the spirits, who darkly intimated the un- 
soundness of that lady's spiritual state ; she wished much 
to have her chaplain present on those occasions ; but the 
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medium was inexorable, and the gentleman's curiosity, a 
good deal piqued, listened to the spirit's revelations to 
his fair patroness second hand, in the Confessional, where 
Mrs. Fosterton sought relief for her over-wrought spirit* 
worked up to the highest pitch of nervous excitement. 

It was a dangerous time for both ; the visitors had all 
lefty the Mellworth's for England, and Charles Stamer, 
almost convalescent, returned to Stamer Castle. The 
Dean of Grimly was superseded as a favourite ; his wife 
and daughters, at all times, were merely endured, and 
now their daily toadying visit was looked on like some- 
thing approaching to loathing. Sir Anthony Reynard 
visited occasionally, and always witty and amusing, broke 
in on anything like monotony, while he suggested, or 
planned, some new device respecting the private chapel, 
half seriously, half in jest, that kept Mrs. Fosterton em- 
ployed until his next visit, always sure to eulogise the 
judicious selection she and Mr. Fosterton had made in a 
Chaplain. 

Miss Herbert was not idle in her character of preceptress 
to the young Louise, for already the dear child could 
bless herself, repeat an Ave Maria before the blessed 
Virgin, sprinkle her fair brow with Holy Water to scare 
away bad spirits, and keep it all a profound secret. 

The Boys did very much as they liked, receiving de- 
sultory instruction from their tutor, whose heart was not 
at all in the work. Master Fosterton rode a good deal 
on his pony, was very intimate with his groom, and 
commenced smoking cigars ; read Italian with Miss Her- 
bert, his class books being St. Philip of Neri, who raised 
the dead to life, and *' The Miraculous Adventures of 
St. Filomena." The urn, containing the fair Saint's bones, 
weighing some ton weight, when taken a route the lady 
did not approve of, the dry bones calling out with a deep 
sound, to mark her saintship's disapprobation of the line 
of country the porters, who carried her precious relics, 
chose to travel by, they wisely struck into an opposite 
direction ; and as they approached her father land— the 
Schiava — ^lo I they ran, not walked, the urn weighing 
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TW =:i«rB£C2«« ha^oFf of SL Janoaiini was Iftaster 
TcaHenatL* hrzgmt^ hr ht Batanfif loved pomp and 
dHfMT c£ aul k=d«. SDi tke cJovin^ dem^tioii of tlie 
KeapcGtas Cooru vi^ iti kiB^« eouit, and m oU ea w t j at- 
tfd^'Tg a bciLiaai itate oa the fint daj of the new year, 
flnroaLdcd br thtm¥uA% of befieving apectators, to gaae 
CD tLii aftouikdbe ■incie, drii g hird tJke boy's imagina- 
tioo. Hov ke loosed to »itiMsa die perfonnanoe him* 
ael^ die sknQ and bones of m msB, dead for eenturies, 
broogfat in pompons state, with m gfitteriog prooessum of 
gorgetnxdj dressed Priests, into m noble Oittii?dnJ, pbused 
there on its high ahar, opposite m smafl phial, containing 
the congealed blood of the aaint, wfaidi miracnloosly 
liqinfies as soon as the phial is tonched by the diy bones ! 
Nothing ooold be more demonstrative, except Miss 
Herbert's own inflwiwice over the ddnded boy's mind ; 
he regarded her with sopcntitioas veneration, for he as* 
sociated her in his idess with that spiritual world she 
seemed to bold socfa close converse with, and had she 
siTested to work miracles heraeli; instead of testifyii^ to 
the miracokms doings erf* others^ die boy's faith would 
not have wavered in her strange power to alter the 
coarse of nature. 

Not so his brother Redmond; the delicate, shy boy, 
evaded, in every way he could, being a sharer in those 
Italian readings; his state of health requiring c<Mi8tant 
out door exercise, excused him to his mother, and he 
was so quiet, and so unobtrusive, his absence did not 
appear like resistance to Miss Herbert's wishes, and so 
hie contrived to spend the greater part of each day with 
the old Steward, with whom he was a great fovonrite, 
either about the grounds, or in a work-shop, specially 
dedicated to Mat Carv, where Redmond learned the use 
of the lathe, and imbibed a love of truth, and acquired 
that moral courage which was to be so severely tested in 
after years. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Some weep in earnest* and yet weep in vain, 
As deep in indiscretion as in woe. 

TOUMG. 

IN one of those noble squares of the modern Belgravia 
the Fostertons took up their residence early in 
spring, after leaving their country home in Ireland with 
anything but regret. Redmond shed some tears at part- 
ing with his humble and attached friend, Mat Carey; 
but he was the only one of the party who did not rejoice 
at leaving Fosterton. Its proprietor visited it only from 
that conventional feeling which brings the landlord occa- 
sionally in contact with a large and influential body of 
tenantry, whose good will it does no harm to conciliate, 
and whose suffrage may return him, some day or another, 
to Parliament ; while his wife exhausted the excitement 
derived from her Schools, her obsequious Dean, medieeval 
Chapel, and visionary Chaplain. 

The two first she had consigned to oblivion — at least, 
wished to do so — for the schools continued to be shut 
up ; and though the Dean of Grimly had used every 
expedient he could devise to regain his former position 
in the lady*s good graces, he signally failed. His pre- 
sence was merely tolerated, his opinions not respected. 
How could they be, when Mrs. Fosterton was well aware 
they were shaped and pared into whatever form this 
pliant Chuichman thought would be likely to gain her 
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approval? He even tried to work upon her compassionate 
feelings, and lifted the veil of ostentatious display that 
had hithertoi he hoped, successfully concealed his pecu- 
niary difficulties; hut rumour was hefore him, and to 
hear that the Dean of Grimly was irreparahly dipped, 
and paying ruinous interest, and heavy insurances on 
money, borrowed to enable him to carry on his establish- 
ment and family in a style commensurate with their inti- 
macy with such expensive friends as the Fostertons^ had 
not even the charm of novelty. His distresses were 
neither relieved nor pitied : indeed, his former admiring 
patrons considered he had acted very badly, in incurring 
debts he was unable to discharge, reflecting, by so doing, 
discredit on their judgment, in procuring for so injudicious 
a person the Deanery of Grimly. 

The chapel was laid up in lavender, like a Court suit, 
to be unpacked on some future occasion, and the Ghaplaii^ 
was to follow the family to London ; '' business of im- 
portance,'* he stated, " requiring his presence in Dublin, 
en passant.'^ 

Whether that business was connected with Mary 
Elmore's expressed conviction to his sister Letty, after 
his last visit, that her brother evidently regretted his 
engagement with herself, and now felt ashamed of his 
former choice, we shall not stop to inquire ; but merely 
state, Mr. Frank Lee adroitly tried to fasten the charge 
of fickleness on the constant and steady-minded Mary^ 
upbraiding her with an incipient attachment for another, 
whom he accused of stealing her affections, and contemp- 
tuously designated an "Italian adventurer;" proving 
deaf to any assurance to the contrary, from either the 
insulted girl herself, or his mother and sister, and indig- 
nantly returned to the former the plighted troth of 
years; thus causelessly flinging away that talismanic 
jewel, a true-hearted woman's love. But Frank Lee was 
embarked in a deceptive course, and accustomed himself 
to false reasoning on the most momentous subjects. He 
tried to persuade himself he was now acting rightly, 
when his own unhallowed passion for the wife of another 
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blinded his moral perceptions, in bringing a false and 
unfounded accusation, when his own heart only wished 
to abandon ties that rose up as barriers to quell the wild 
nnsanctified love that had talcen possession of his soul— - 
a love that assumed the form of sin, and blunted the best 
feelings of his nature, and rendered him cruel and un« 
generous towards the fond confiding girl, he would at one 
time have laid down his young life to protect and serve. 

** Is thy servant a dog ?" was the indignant question 
of a great man to the Prophet, when he foretold the 
crimes of his future career, that his soul at that moment 
revolted from ; and who can tell to what depths of ini. 
quity that soul may be led, who rejects truth as a guide, 
and who is led blindfold by the vain sophistry of sinful 
man, and the unruly will and alSections of his own fallen 
nature. 

Signor di Gortona removed from Mrs. Lee*s, for he 
was treated with contumely by her son ; but his high- 
wrought lofty spirit was purified in the crucible of afflic- 
tlouy and sanctified by a Heavenly Father's love, to 
whose service bis life was dedicated. With the delicacy 
of a noble nature, he felt distressed and grieved for the 
intemperate conduct of one so nearly related to those 
whom he so much respected and esteemed, and withdrew 
from a circle he had considered, in his exiled and isolated 
position, in the light of a home, with feelings of regret 
and sorrow, but not of resentment. Perhaps the very 
suggestion of one so fair and good as Mary Elmore, feeU 
ing towards him, a stranger in a foreign land, spumed 
by the woman he had so truly loved, feelings of kindness 
and affection, assisted in disarming his mind of those 
indignant and resentful feelings his Christian principles 
condemned as wrong ; certain it is, that his self-command 
on this occasion, and his moderate and dignified conduct, 
spared Mary Elmore much mortification, as well as con- 
soled her, Mrs. Lee, and Letty, with the assurance they 
had not forfeited, by Frank's intemperate and unwarrant- 
able accusation, the friendship of a sincere and upright 
man, whom it was impossible not to esteem. 
£ 2 
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The evening of the day he left 1 3, Wimbledon Terrace* 
as he strolled over a cliff, in its neighbourhood, that hung 
above the sea, and tried to analyse the feelings of his own 
heart, and discover if there was aught there Frank Lee 
had cause to complain of, his reverie was interrupted 
by the appearance of a very small boy, raggetty and ill 
dressed, who seemed to watch his movements ; the child 
dipped here and there behind a hillock, or some 
inequality of the ground, whenever di Cortona's attention 
was directed towards him, yet evidently wished to 
approach nearer and nearer to the spot where he stood. 
At length the little fellow, after looking wistfully around, 
and ascertaining with his sharp, quick glance, no other 
person was within sight, came forward at a brisk pace, 
and stood before the Italian. 

*' Your name. Sir,' 'said the child, looking keenly into his 
face, " is" — and here he stopped with a confused look. 

**Di Cortona," replied Luigi, thinking he was the bearer 
of some letter or message from Mrs. Lee, connected with 
the distressing scene of the morning. 

" I have a letter. Sir," said the boy with a cunning grin, 
** that you must promise, Sir, to give back to me after you 
have read it, and ax no questions, on the word of a 
gentleman." 

A shade of emotion passed across the noble brow of 
the Italian. " Could Mary Elmore have written to him, 
and thus cunningly prevent her letter being seen by any 
person ?" He rejected the idea as soon as formed, with an 
•* impossible I" and gave the required promise. 

From some secret hiding place amongst his dilapidated 
garments, the boy, who seemed older than his diminutive 
size at first indicated, produced a soiled looking envelope, 
on which there was no direction. Luigi di Cortona held it 
in his hand without opening it, 

" The writing is inside, Sir," observed his companion, 
with a knowing grin. 

. He broke the wafer, and on a sheet of discoloured note 
paper, was written in a bold, firm hand — 

•' I can no longer protect you-^men are sworn to take 
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your life— -never walk alone — and beware of poison—^ 
this is no idle warning-— remember the Capuchin Monk." 

The young man started as he read the two last words ; 
some one who knew the history of his escape from Rome 
must have written them, and he ran over in his own mind 
all who had been acquainted with his disguise, and looked 
puzzled and perplexed. 

** Give me back the letter, Sir,'' cried the boy, stretch* 
ing out his hand to receive it. 

** First tell me who gave it you ?'' demanded di Cor- 
tona. 

" You promised, Sir, to give it back to me, and ax no 
questions,'' retorted the little man, sturdily, '* and I 
promised not to tell who sent me ; so now, if youVe an 
honourable gentleman, you'll let me have it," And ha 
again stretched forth his hand. 
^'* Well, I will keep my promise," replied di Cortona, 
" and let you keep yours, but I will write a line to my 
unknown friend," and taking out his pencil, he wrote 
hastily on the otiier side — 

*• I thank you for your friendly warning, I would thank 
you still more, if you would trust me with your name ; I 
fear not the assassin, for my life is in the hands of Him 
who gave it. L. di C." 

Folding the letter, and replacing it in its envelope, he 
returned it to the boy, offering him a shilling at the same 
time. 

*' No, thank you. Sir," replied the diminutive looking 
object of misery before him, " I was told not to touch 
your money, though your honor is one of the real sort, 
for you kept your word like a jintleman." And darting 
off in a direction opposite to that he came by, first con- 
cealing the letter among his rags, he was out of sight in 
a moment. 

The Italian walked musingly on, the handwriting was 
entirely unknown to him, but the writer, he felt convincedi 
must have known of his hair breadth escapes at Rome, 
disguised as a Capuchin Monk, whose dress and cowl had 
been procured for him by some staunch but unsuspected 
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Bepublicans ; in vain he tried to fix on any one particular 
individual, it seemed so improbable that any of them 
should be in Ireland, and if they were, so unlikely that they 
would dis^ise their identity, and not claim his ac- 
quaintance : still, the warning was not to be slighted, for 
Luigi di Gartona was bred in a land where obnoxious 
members to the Church were dealt with summarily : and 
he knew himself to be a proscribed heretic, who could 
expect no mercy at her hands. 

. <« Well," he said to himself, as he pondered over these 
things, " it was to teach me I have no resting or abiding 
place here below, that a hot brained, intemperate young 
man, was permitted to separate me from kind friends, 
when even the very food I eat, or drink, may be drugged ; 
but why should I feel desolate and lonely ?" And his mind 
dwelt on the Saviour's rebuke to his disciples, for doubt* 
ing a heavenly Father's care, when "the very hairs of 
their head were numbered." 

Naturally a brave man, he had almost decided on not 
mentioning the contents of this warning letter to any 
person ; but then, he reflected he was a stranger in a 
strange land, surrounded by an invisible, but deadly 
power, whom he had defied at Rome, and further out* 
raged by joining openly the reformed faith. So he deter? 
mined to wait on Mr. Smythe, the genUeman under 
whose direction he was preparing for the ministry, before 
he returned to the hotel his things had been removed to, 
when he left Wimbledon Teriace, and acquaint him 
with the contents of this mysterious letter, and seek his 
advice how to act, by either instituting enquiries after the 
writer, and seeking to discover the little boy, whom he 
would know again, or take no notice whatever of the 
circumstance, and so let the matter drop. 

His friend acted with much promptitude, sending at 
once for a well known detective, and placing him in 
possession of the facts of the case, insisting at the same 
time, that the Signer should take up his residence in his 
house, until eligible lodgings could be procured ; and by 
this act of considerate humanity, placed the noble and 
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persecuted stranger out of the immediate reach of his 
cruel and relentless foes. 

Frank Lee, much provoked at hearing the man he had 
raised up, by the perverted bias of his own mind, as a 
rival in the affections of Mary Elmore, was received by 
Mr. Smythe as an honoured guest, hastened his departure 
tem Wimbledon Terrace, after having outraged, not 
alone the feelings of his betrothed, but of his* indulgent 
mother, and fondly attached sister ; he felt truly miser- 
able, and would have given worlds to regain the happiness 
he enjoyed before ambitious views and lawless passions 
took possession of his heart; but with these in the 
citadel, his sorrow partook more of the character of a 
hopeless kind of remorse, than that genuine and healthy 
tone of repentance, that leads '' to confess our faults one 
to another,'' and retrace our steps in wrong doing. 

Sullen, and cheerless looking, he met his wounded 
parent and sister, at a very early hour the following 
morning ; neither had slept the night before, and haggard, 
and careworn, with troubled and anxious thoughts about 
her son,. Mrs. Lee came down to bid him farewell; while 
Letty bustled about preparing his breakfast, trying to 
look cheerful, but with unbidden tears starting to her 
eyes, when she thought how cruelly he had severed links 
that she had fondly hoped would have bound him closer 
to his own family. 

The packet was to sail at daylight by which he was 
to cross over to England ; and the affectionate sister 
counted the moments they were to be together, and 
thought of so many things to say that might tend to a 
reconciliation between him and Mary Elmore, yet shrank 
from saying them, lest she might irritate and hurt feel- 
ings she new to be keenly sensitive. 

*^ Francis,'' said his mother, after her son declined 
taking any breakfast, merely gulping down a cup of tea, 
^ let us not part without first asking a blessing together, at 
the throne of grace. Where * two or three are met together 
in My name, thisre am I in the midst,' was Christ's 
gracious promise ; let us, my children, claim it.' " 
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«-That the shadow of a hesvenly Father^s love might 
he caiiw ided avet her and her duldren, to screen them 
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Nercfthdefls, that frithlid prayer was heard, but times 
and seasons are in the hand of the Lord, and his time was 
not yet 

** God Uess yoQ, mother T' cHed the unstable and 
wretched young man, torn by dilferent emotions, as a 
sob half rase within his breast, while he folded his 
beloved and venerahle parent in his arms. *^ Would 
to heaven I were all you could wish ; but you cannot 
understand my position ; think kindly of me when I am 
fiu- away ; the past with me must be blotted out, for there, 
is a spirit within me cries— onward ! onward ! " 

A groan of agony escaped his lips, as they imprinted 
a kiss, that was to be his last, on that beloved mother's 
cheek. 

*• The Lord Jehovah bless and preserve you, my son," 
cried Mrs. Lee, solemnly, as she pressed him to her 
heart, *' He it mighty to save, and into His hands I 
commit my child." 

He tore himself from her embrace. Letty's arms 
clung around his neck. 



OB, A DSYXLOPSD AOB. 



57 



" My own poor Letty," he said caressingly. •* Why do 
I love the gifted and beautiful to madness f* he cried 
wildly* *' Why does my heart crave a share in this world's 
splendour and grandeur, when my soul is knitted to you, 
my poor, hard»worked, neglected sister ? Write to me, 
forgive me when I am gone, Letty, and teach another to 
Ibrgive your most miserable and unfortunate brother." 

He flung himself on a car, that was waiting to take him 
to the packet, and poor Letty, sobbing as if her heart 
would break, stood at the hall door, to receive the last 
wave of his hand, as the car moved away. She then 
thought her mother was more unhappy than herself at 
that moment, and closed the door to join her parent, and 
comfort her as she best could. 

What small things colour the course of events ; the 
noise of closing the hall door by Letty Lee, brought a 
sleepless watcher to a neighbouring window, and in the 
misty morning light, Frank Lee could distinguish and 
identify the fair delicate hand that drew aside the blind. 
He caught but one glimpse of the pale sad face that 
watched his departure ; and conscience-smitten, it seemed* 
at that moment as if he had never ceased to love Mary 
Elmore, and that none other image but hers was reflected, 
in his soul. He looked towards his mother's cottage; 
he would have given world's that the door was open, and 
Letty standing at it, for his impulse was to desire the 
man to stop, and he had an indeflnite hope within him 
that his sister could reconcile him to himself, as well as 
the sweet girl, his heart whispered he had so cruelly 
wronged; but the hall door of No. 13, Wimbledon 
Terrace looked blank, and flrmly closed, and with a 
superstitious shudder that ** fate was against him,'' he 
repressed the still small voice with much the same 
promise Agrippa made Paul — ^^ We will hear thee at a 
more convenient season,^' and was whirled out of the 
avenue by the unconscious driver. 
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CHAPTER VL 



Bow bctttifid UiT feet, and fan of gnce Aj coming! 
Oheuer kind eamfatao^ thorn mnwtSibK^iiihawifdd, 

Thete i» ui amosphcre of h^finess flootiBS lonJid th«l woman ; 
Lore iatbroiied upon her heart; aU li^ ia foond within her 
dweHiag. 

PbOTKBUAX. PHII.080FHT. 

" TTOV hare done me so mncb good, in eveiy iway, 
X my dear Louisa," cried Mrs. Fosterton, to her 
•Ister, Lady Drydale, as they drove in the lattei's open 
carriage, on a fresh spring aftemoan, through Hyde Park. 
" I feel myself a different being when I am with you ; 

?ou are so calm — so wise — so considerate for everybody, 
am not the same impulsive, excitable creature I was at 
Fosterton Park — always in dream-land, about some pio- 
inective good, that eluded my grasp, or delirious kind of 
?l!? «u 'iu?* ®**>»"8ted my feelings, and left me jaded 
to thflli^ o? '^^''" ''^*^^*°» •«* i°- What gravitation is 



nulaes' that VoTfV^^TS®^^"' *'**^»* ^^^^ excitable un- 
tfer vJn^^^^^^ ^ 1 wilW-the-wisp' chase 

of enjoyment, we^re g^^^^^^ **^^°™?' ^« ^^^<^^^ 

J ^ f CO greatly mduced, or at least greatly 
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increased, by your state of health. Powerful anodynet 
or stimulants equally destroy the tone of the mind, as 
well as ultimately injure the constitution, and your pre- 
dilection for chlorifoim, ether, and those * subtle essences' 
you tell me Miss Herbert persuaded you to take, clouded 
your judgment, and prevented the reasoning faculties from 
full play in detecting plausible fallacies in religious befieft 
or the arcana of nature, whose depths can only be 
fathomed by the light of science.*' 

" Lord Drydale says,'' returned Mrs. Fosterton, laugh* 
ing, ** that I have been an opium-eater and dram-drinker^ 
by taking those things. Well, I suppose they are very 
much alike in their effects-— very delightful while it lasts, 
able to do all things, and believe all things, but every 
thing, after a time, palled on the senses, and grew so 
tiresome. I feel as if I awoke out of a fevered dream ; 
but I think you, Louisa, and not changing my doctor, 
have wrought this delightful cure on both my mind and 
body. I feel so renovated and so happy, since we have 
seen so much of each other in London." 

Her sister returned her affectionate glance with full 
interest. 

** My dear Emily," she said, '* those only who live 
under an abiding sense of a Saviour's love, and exercise 
themselves in a daily performance of allotted duties, 
trusting for results in humble faith, can realise what true 
happiness is ; mingled with many sorrows and shortcom- 
ing, it may be, but happiness it still is, for it is the 
work of faith, begun on earth, to be carried en through* 
out the countless ages of eternity." 

*' I feel it already," cried Mrs. Fosterton, in her im- 
passioned manner ; *' the word of Qod, when we read it 
together, seems so pure--H3o elevating— so apt and illus- 
trative of all our wants— so full of guidance in every 
difficulty we may be placed in, that ^ings which used 
to appear to me dull and dark, seem now bright and plain 
fts noon>day. For instance, I see my boys were not 
brought up in the way they should go, and Vere has be- 
come self-willed and unruly ; and Redmond, that used to 
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be such a docile creature, will now dictate to his tutor, 
and eeems to despise him as an instructor, 

*^ The young man, perhaps, has not earned his ie« 
spect," replied Lady Drydale ; *' he seems not to have 
discharged his duty towards your boys, his mind evi- 
dently has been running on other matters.'' 

*' I was greatly to blame myself," returned her sister, 
" and I'm greatly afraid, while I engaged their tutor's 
attention, speculating on what form of religion was most 
suitable to the development of the present times, my 
boys received no reli^ous instruction, or, indeed, instruc-* 
tion of any kind ; but I have tried to remedy the inju&« 
tice I did both him and them, and have laid down a course 
of study for his pupils to pursue, that I trust will correct 
the mischief I so unwittingly led to." 

Lady Drydale shook her head ; she did not like to say 
much to discourage her sister, but she did say-— > 

** It is easier to give a wrong impression, Emily, than 
to eradicate an error. This poor young man, who seems 
to possess many interesting and estimable qualities, wants 
a course of study, Emily, as well as your boys, and 
should be induced to read the Scriptures carefully and 
prayerfully, to disinfect his mind of a fable so impious, as 
that Christ and his Apostles did not fully develop Chris- 
tianity on earth, or that anything remained of the essence 
of Christianity to be developed, more than was by the 
simplest forms recorded in Scripture ; and the Church of 
which he is a Minister, employs these simple scriptural 
forms, as closely as it is practicable, to the formula of 
the Apostolic Church ; and therefore the Church of 
England is as much developed as Christ intended his un- 
.altered and unalterable Church should be." 

Mrs. Fosterton was silent ; this was a subject that had 
been freely discussed between the sisters, and Lady 
Drydale lost no opportunity of bringing forward scrip* 
tural arguments to disprove the dangerous sophistry, 
that had so fatally tainted her beloved lister's impression- 
able imagination ; causing grevious injury to her children, 
loid the facile mind of her husband, ready to adopt any 
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opinion of his wife's, while he was kept in countenance 
by a sufficient majority of fashionable people ; as well as 
inoculating all within her sphere and influence, with 
doctrines so subversive of vital Christianity. 

*^ I think you must be right, Louisa,'' she at length 
said, ''and I fear I have been very wrong, and very 
much to blame," she added, with a sigh. 

*' Prove all thmgs, was an Apostle's direction," oh* 
(berved her sister, '* and if we followed this wise injunc- 
tiou before adopting opinions on subjects of so grave 
importance, or forming an estimate of those we placed 
in situations of trust, how much pain would frequently 
be spared. And this reminds me, Emily, of my little 
goddaughter, Louise. Her governess seems a reserved, 
solitary sort of young person, and I fancy the dear child 
looks unhappy, and seems to dislike playing with her 
little cousins ; my girls are so full of Ufe, and are always 
in such spirits, perhaps that is the reason I think liouise 
not happy, with her little grave face, that used to be 
60 dimpled over with smiles when she was in Felton's 
charge, who complains now very much in my nursery 
that Louise forgets her, and will not even look in her 
face." 

" Oh ! it's all jealousy on Mrs, Felton's part," cried 
Mrs. Fosterton ; " I know she is very fond of Louise, 
but the child being taught so many tibings she was in- 
capable of instructing her in, I may say, in a few months, 
raises her jealous ire. You cannot think how musically 
Louise pronounces her Italian ; but then. Miss Herbert's 
voice is perfection." 

'' I remarked it as most cultivated, and peculiarly 
sweet," observed Lady Dry dale, " even in the few sen- 
tences I ever heard her utter; but Mrs. Felton is an 
excellent creature, and I find her most satisfactory as a 
nursery governess to the younger girls, and the eldest of 
them is much the same age as Louise." 

" Oh I but you have Mrs. Ashley," cried Mrs. Foster- 
ton, '' and she is a finishing governess." 

•• Yes," replied her sister, " she is a very accomplished 
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woman, in the best sense of the word, for her under^ 
standing has been cultivated, and so has her temper, as 
well as her talents." 

*' I delight in breaking in on her, sometimes, in the 
schooUroom," observed Mrs. Fosterton, laughing, " and 
upsetting all her methodical arrangements, and she bears 
it so well, and looks so cheerful and happy, her face does 
me good." 

** She has a Christian, and well-regulated mind," said 
Lady Drydale ; '' and my two elder girls are quite as 
much attached to her as I am. I was very fortunate in 
getting Mrs. Felton, after that unaccountable illness she 
got with you at Fosterton, for my two younger ones ; 
they love her nearly as much as they do myself^ and that 
is saying a great deal. I think Louise seems to stand in 
awe of her governess, more than love her; but I can 
hardly judge fairly, having seen so little of either, since 
you came to London." 

" It has never struck me before," replied Mrs. Foster- 
ton, quickly, *' and now that you have made the remark, 
Louisa, I think the child does seem afraid of doing any- 
thing Miss Herbert does not like, and watches her 
countenance ; but I have been so much occupied, I never 
thought of investigating my darling's feelings. You 
must see them more together, Louisa ; you are so ob- 
servant; and, now that I think of il. Miss Herbert 
proposed to me that she would play and sing, for your 
amusement, now that your state of health prevents your 
going out in the evening, or seeing company ; and you 
are so fond of music, her voice, and delightful fingering, 
you would find a rich treat." 

" It was very kind of her, to propose contributing to 
my amusement," said Lady Drydale, gratefully, who, 
thoroughly unselfish, appreciated the simplest act of 
kindness towards herself, from another. " I shall gladly 
avail myself of her talents, for we dine early, keeping 
much the same hours in London as we did in the country, 
as I am not able to see company; and then there is a 
long evening before Henry goes to his Club, and though 
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be insiBtfl upon staying with me, and refuses every invi* 
tation, reading for me and the elder girls eveiy day, after 
we dine, I often fear he must find it tiresome, and 
stupid.'' 

*' Not he/' cried her sister, gaily ; <* he is the best 
creature in the world, and cares so little for large parties, 
that I am quite sure he is delighted to have you all to 
himself ; and then, you know, he has his mornings for 
those scientific experiments he is so fond of/' 

" We have, indeed, lived greatly together," replied 
Lady Drydale, *' and I have deep cause for thankfulness 
that we have lived so happily ; I fear, sometimes, a day's 
separation would be looked on, by either of us, as a sort 
of calamity." 

" Frederick dines to-day at his Club," observed Mrs, 
Fosterton ; '* there is some election about a President 
going on, and I shall dine with the boys early, and bring 
Miss Herbert with me in the evening." 

'* No, Emily," cried her sister, '' but dine with me, 
and let her accompany you, and the boys, and their 
tutor ; I wish to see them all together." 

*' So many would be too much for you, Louisa," re- 
turned Mrs. Fosterton, affectionately ; " remember, the 
doctor says you cannot be far from your confinement," 

'' Oh ! yes, but I feel so well, and strong, Emily, it 
would do me good to see your young people, and those 
you entrusted with their care, together. Be sure you do 
not omit bringing Louise ; you know, I can retire if I 
feel inclined, and Mrs. Ashley, and the elder girls, will 
dine with us." 

Somewhat later than the hour specified by Lady Dry- 
dale for her punctual dinner, Mrs. Fosterton entered 
her sister's drawing room, in high spirits, with a graceful 
and winning apology for being beyond her time. 

" Always late, Emily, and always welcome," was Lord 
Drydale's greeting to his charming sister-in-law, as he 
shook her, afiSectionately, by the hand. 

" I did not brave a breach of your bye-laws, my Lord, 
without others to share my punishment," she cried, laugh- 
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ingly, as she glanced towards her handsome boys, and 
feiry-like daughter, with a shower of golden curls 
Betting off her beautiful infantine face. But allow me to 
present Miss Herbert; I think this is the first time you 
and she have met." 

Lord Drydale bowed courteously, and said something 
about ^' not having that pleasure before ;" and, turning 
to Mr. Lee, expressed his gratification at seeing him, 
while he cordially welcomed the young people. 

A family re-union of this kind was what his Lordship 
greatly liked, for, though a man of varied information, 
and scientific turn of mind, he possessed the simplest 
tastes ; and the social affections were fostered, and en- 
couraged, by Lord and Lady Drydale, in their rising 
family, while considerate feeling, and kind urbanity of 
manner, were extended to all within their sphere. 

Louise did not dine in the nursery with her younger 
cousins, as intended, for she petitioned, earnestly, her 
indulgent aunt and god-mamma, to stay with dear Miss 
Herbert, and sit next her at dinner. 

Lady Drydale, delighted at perceiving such affection 
on the part of the pupil towards her governess, gladly 
acceded. Had she known the child's request was learned 
by rote, and now called for, and enforced, by looks she 
dare not disobey, how different would have been her 
Ladyship's feelings ; but, as it was, before she withdrew 
to the small cabinet drawing-room, arranged for her private 
—and as Mrs. Fosterton called it— ^/omtYy concert, any 
prejudice her Ladyship might have had respecting Miss 
Herbert had vanished. 

There was something so welUbred about her, so much 
the tone of having mixed in the beet society, yet her 
manners in such good keeping with the position she held, 
that it was impossible to find fault ; and then, there was 
a winning playfulness in her manner, so irresistible 
whenever she addressed her little charge, Louise, with a 
beauty of feature, almost classical in its outline, though 
the traces of a sickly sorrow were visible on her brow, 
on her cheek, and in the subdued sadness of her lustrous 
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dark eye, when its brilliant expression relapsed, at timeSy 
into a kind of dreamy meditative repose, while her 
yielding figure, and slightest movement, betrayed the 
graceful Italian girl, set off by a faultless costume, 
simple, but elegant, with an air so noble, yet so disci 
plined, as it were, by adverse circumstances, that Lady 
Drydale confessed to herself, before they left the dining- 
room, she had never met a more attractive being, and 
acknowledged her secret conviction to her sister, in a 
whisper, as they passed into the next room. 

Mrs. Fosterton was delighted ; Miss Herbert's influ- 
ence over herself was so great, that she dreaded lest 
Lady Drydale, whose opinion she so much respected, 
should criticise, or condemn a person, who had insensibly 
almost become necessary to her own existence. She had, 
hitherto, refrained from speaking, or writing much to 
her sister, in praise of Louise's fascinating governess, 
fearing Lady Drydale would discover she was a Ro- 
manist, and so be sure to remonstrate with her, for 
having a member of the Church of Rome about her only 
daughter ; for, though Mrs. Fosterton had not, hitherto, 
coincided in her sister^s religious views, still she had re- 
spected sufficiently, what she termed ''dear Louisa's 
prejudices," to forbear making her acquainted with so 
astounding a fact, to shock what Mr. Fosterton called 
" Lord and Lady Drydale' s narrow-minded bigotry." 

On her return, that morning, from driving with her 
sister, she had communicated to Miss Herbert extracts 
of their conversation, sufficient to convince her discrimi- 
nating mind that some person must have impressed 
Lady Drydale, that Louise stood in terror of her go- 
verness, and that that lady was of a morose, reserved 
turn, unsuited to form the minds of the young committed 
to her care ; this impression she communicated to Mrs. 
Fosterton : great, then, was the satisfaction of Louise's 
mamma, to find Miss Herbert appear in such charming 
spirits, so different from her usual gloomy, depressed 
manner, which, though possessing its own peculiar 
charm for the morbid craving of Mrs. Fosterton*s heart 
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after the marrellouB, she knew would impress her sister 
unfavorably. 

Lord Drydale was nearly as much fascinated as his 
wife ; yet, at times, during the evening, he thought he 
perceived something like effort, and assumed cheerful- 
ness, foreign to her disposition, in the rare gifted 
creature, who exerted her brilliant talents to win no 
individual admiration, or increase the happiness of others, 
by ministering to their amusement, but merely to forward 
the interests of an all-grasping Church, and draw souU 
within her pale. No self-abnegation, on her votary's 
part, was considered disproportionate to the end never 
lost sight of by this devoted Jesuit; and little did Lord 
Drydale imagine, as he listened, and applauded the most 
sparkling passages in Rossini's matchless Comic Opera» 
" n Conte Ory,*' rendered with a fluency and excellence 
that only characterises the Italian school, that the heart 
of the brilliant and finished songstress was broken ! 

Who could have recognised, in the practised vocalist, 
as, in the cahaletta of the opening arta, she rendered 
Btion Eremdta with a combined deg^e of playfulness, 
and extraordinary volubility, that enchanted her audi- 
ence, that she was one and the same wretched being, 
who knelt, in mental agony, that night, in the Confes- 
sional, to recount, in broken sentences, with tears of 
bitter shame, the triumphant deceit of her evening's 
display ? 

" You have, indeed. Miss Herbert, given Lady Dry- 
dale, and myself, a great treat," cried Lord Drydale ; 
'* there is a genial humour of the true Rossinean stamp, 
in the delightful morgeau you have favored us with ; and 
you have done it more than justice ; such singing as 
yours," he added, ** is found only in particular organiza- 
tions, it comes from the heart." 

The faint glow of elation on her cheek faded into a 
hue of sickly pallor. Lord Drydale was a sensible and 
observant man, but the depths of Jesuitry he had never 
plombed ; and he now thought, with a feeHng of manly 
commiseration— 
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" I was right in my first guess. Poor thing ! she only 
forgot some secret sorrow, while she sung ; LK)uisa must 
be attentive to her ; she is kind to everybody who wants 
kindness, and this gifted young creature evidently re« 
quires sympathy, and judicious friends." 

The evening passed off delightfully. Mr. Lee played 
and sung some Gregorian chaunts, he had practised a 
good desd, for the services of the private chapel at Fos* 
terton Park ; and Mrs. Fosterton« to his great astonish- 
ment, joined Mrs. Ashley, and her two elder pupils, in 
singing that soul-stirring hymn of the Waldenses, by 
Bryant, her voice ringing, as a funeral knell, in the ears 
of Miss Herbert 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

We were the hi^iest pair of human kind. 

The rolling year, its yarying course perfoim'd. 

And back retnm'd again ; 

Another, and another smUing came, 

Still in her golden chain; 

Harmcnious concord did onr wishes bind. 

Our studies, pleasures, taste the same. 

Ltti^bton. 

THE next day Lady Drydale felt nothing worse for 
her little party, and expressed to Mrs. Fosterton 
how much Miss Herbert had interested her and Lord 
Drydale ; but after she had left the night before, her own 
eldest girl (an intelligent child of about twelve years 
old), had told her, that Redmond Fosterton, when play- 
ing with his cousins an historical charade, on some re- 
ference being made to Cardinal Wolsey, whispered his 
cousin, that *' Miss Herbert was a Roman Catholic." 

Mrs. Fosterton colored violently ; the secret she and 
Mr. Fosterton had so guarded from shocking her sister, 
was now so imprudently told, at a time, too, when she 
dreaded distressing her by any unwelcome intelligence; 
perplexed and annoyed, she remained silent. 

*< I see, Emily, by your face, that Emma made no 
mistake in repeating what Redmond told her," observed 
Lady Drydale, quietly, " you cannot, of course, hesitate, 
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however painful, in dismissing this yoUng person, who 
is, indeed, a very charming creature ; but your child's 
eternal interests are at stake, and it has been said by our 
gracious Lord—** What shall it profit a man, if he gain 
the whole world, and lose his own soul ?* And what shall 
it profit that parent who risks, by exposing to supersti- 
tious influence, and familiarises by idolatrous practices, 
the souls of their children ? whose minds, like impres- 
sionable wax, receive ideas and impressions in their 
early days, seldom, if ever erased, unless by a signal 
manifestation of Divine Grace/' 

''Miss Herbert is not at all a bigot," replied Mrs. 
Fosterton, evasively, determined not to part with her. '' By 
accident, merely, she was brought up a Catholic ; one of 
her parents. Sir Anthony Reynard told me, belonged 
to the reformed faith. I think, if she were to be 
much with you, Loui3a, she would soon conform to it 
herself." 

Thiir was said quite in sincerity on the part of Mrs. 
Fosterton, who had veered from one point to another, in 
her own religious opinions, and judged of others by her- 
self; besides, she had implicit faith in her sister's powers 
of refuting false notions of every kind, and was, moreover, 
of that sanguine energetic temperament, that never '*sees 
a lion in the way," when about accomplishing her own 
wishes. 

'*If Miss Herbert is enquiring after truth," replied 
Lady Drydale, ''it would be very wrong, indeed, to 
witUiold it from her; but I should pause long, if I were 
you, Emily, before I committed Louise to her care, even 
if she did outwardly conform to Protestantism. A prac- 
tical md experienced Christian should alone have the 
forming of the youthful minds of our children. There is 
a wide difference between conviction of error, and that 
renewal of heart that secures Christian graces to its 
owner, and sanctifies instruction." 

" Now, really, Louisa," replied her sister, '* it is more 
heart knowledge than head knowledge, poor Miss 
Herbert has about religion; she spends hours upon 
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houTB in prayer, rises often before daylight to her devo- 
tions, and seems so consdenttous in everything ; then, 
Louise is so young, and Mr. Lee, the boys' tutor, is ^ 
clergyman, and can giye her religious instruction, and 
would, of course, detect, at once, if she interfered in any 
improper way with the child about religion, which, I am 
sure, she is incapable of; and she has been such a com* 
fort to me, and is so accomplished, and we have her on 
such very reasonable terms, which, I assure you, is no 
slight consideration, now that Frederick finds it so hard 
to get money ; and besides, if she left us, the poor girl, 
who has no friends, should go to a nunnery, that I tlunk, 
it would be cruel to part with her; and when you are 
wellf and up, you can talk to her on religious subjects, 
aud I think you will find her with a decidedly pious tutu 
of mind.** 

The altematiye of the nunnery had its effect on Lady 
Drydale. She looked upon the cloister as a conventioniu 
prison, and to have one so young, so richly endowed 
•with personal and intellectual gifts, driven to embrace 
this Hving tomb, was most repugnant to her feelingsl 
Then she conscientiously shrunk from the responsibility 
of urging on her sister a step that might condemn another 
to a hopeless and cheerless future, and felt, though Mrs. 
Fosterton owed her child a sacred duty, sUli Miss Her- 
bert, friendless and ud provided for, as she believed her 
to be, should be considered. 

Louise was very young, and Lady Drydale rather 
suspected, than knew, anyUiing of Mr. Lee's worldly, or 
Tractarian tendencies, and, as a Minister of the Gospel, 
she thought he should be able to prevent any improper 
interference of Miss Herbert's, to prejudice the child's 
mind in favour of her own superstitious faith, even 
should she attempt it, until she herself could ascertain 
how far Mrs. Fosterton was correct in supposing Miss 
Herbert would become an enlightened believer in the 
gospel. In the mean time. Lord Drydale should speak 
to Mr. Lee respecting Louise ; for she knew her sister 
to be so often deceived by her own hopes, she felt iiiu 
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willing to rely either on her judgment, or diBcretion, in 
80 momentous a matter, where was concerned the earthly 
and eternal welfare, of her dearly loved godchild. 

Scarcely a morning or evening passed, without Miss 
Herbert, either in company with Loiuse, or Mrs. Fos* 
terton, paying a visit to Lady Drydale ; it was, to be 
sure, by the particular request of the latter, who felt soon 
the liveliest interest in this apparently friendless and 
talented girl, who payed back, by every assiduity in her 
power, the gentle sympathy evinced towards her by the 
kind and noble hearted woman, who, having early dis- 
covered this fascinating creature*8 mind vras but ill at 
ease, sought to lead her thoughts to a higher, and better 
world than this; bringing forward, naturally and im- 
pressively, those gospel truths, '* that bind up the broken 
heart," and at the same time *' set the captive (to slavish 
superstition) free," ^^ giving sight to the (spiritually) 
blind." 

Iiouise*s governess listened, and did not oppose the in* 
troduction of religious subjects ; but unless when Mrs. 
Posterton was absent, did she ever express to Lady 
Drydale doubts respecting the religion in whose forms 
she was brought up, but whose doctrines she seemed to 
Jknow little or nothing about 

< Lord Drydale*s town mansion was situated in the 
same square with the Fosterton's, and the families lived 
on terms of the closest intimacy. There was little in 
common between their two respective heads, but Lord 
'Drydale thought better of Mr. Fosterton than he de- 
served, for the latter disingenuously kept from his know- 
ledge his fatal propensity for high play, though he 
sought his friendly aid and counsel, frequently, when 
pressed by pecuniary difficulties, which now, thanks to 
Captain Gardner's friends, was pretty cften. 3ut Mr. 
Fosterton only followed his brother-in.law*s advice as 
£etr as it jumped with his own humour, and displayed a 
oonsiderable degree of tact, in wriggling out of any plan 
proposed by his Lordship, for the liquidation of his own 
^bts, that included the smallest amount of sacriUce on 
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His part, or was likely to curtail, or interfere with, the 
expensive luxuries he loved to indulge in. 

Towards Mrs. Fosterton Liord Drydale entertained 
the feelings of an affectionate brother ; but he saw her 
for some years back only at intervals, and then she was 
under Jesuit influence, that counselled it was wise and 
prudent, as well as generous, to conceal the reiigioca 
opinions she and Mr. Fosterton approved of, to save her 
brother-in-law and sister pain ; their bigoted prejudices 
being too inveterate to comprehend, or approve of, deve» 
loped and enlightened views, which, being kept in the 
back-ground, prevented any unpleasant collision between 
families so closely imited by affection, and the ties of 
consanguinity ; thus raising up an effectual barrier 
against any decided interference, or remonstrance, on 
the part of Lord and Lady Drydale, in combating the 
soul-destroying errors, their friends minds were so 
fatally tainted with. 

Some opinions, however, oozed out, from time to time, 
that alarmed Lady Drydale, respecting the soundness of 
her sister's views, as well as the increasing worldliness 
of Mr. Fosterton, in his pursuit after pleasure; whilst 
she, and her husband, could not but observe with regret, 
that the young Fostertons were receiving a meagre, and 
pernicious education ; so that meeting her beloved reku 
4ive, and family, in London, was hailed by Lady Dry- 
dale as a great privilege, she was not to neglect improv- 
ing, as well as a source of the purest gratification ; for 
tender, and loving, were the sisters, in their friendly in* 
tercourse with each other. And this noble woman, in 
the best acceptance of the word, looked upon it as a 
sacred duty, watching over the spiritual interests of such 
near connexions, in whose welfare, temporal and eternal, 
she felt so deeply interested. 

She had hitherto, herself, been denied a son, having 
four daughters, which made her and her husband pecn^ 
liarly feel, perhaps, the responsibility of Mrs. Fosterton 
in the bringing up of her boys ; and his Lordship, with 
.a view of ascertaining Mr. Lee's eligibility for the inu 
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portant post he was placed in, paid the young Clergyman 
much attention, and endeavoured to draw him out on 
many subjects, right views of which, he felt, would bo 
important, in a teacher forming the mind of youth. 

Frank Lee, on these occasions, shrunk from the ex- 
pression of opinions, before Lord Drydale, that he had 
«o glibly discussed, and so superciliously advocated, in 
his mother's circle at Wimbledon Terrace, availing 
himself of that Jesuitical subterfuge that there *^ may be 
occasions when the suppression of matters of faith and 
practice may be more judicious than their explicit 
avowal ;'' thus leading his Lordship to suppose no wrong 
bias had been given to his religious views, and that 
though he might not be a decided and practised Chris- 
tian, still, that he wished to attain the *^ mark of his high 
ealling.*' A.nd in a true faithful spirit, his Lordship urged 
on the young minister his own individual necessity ^* to 
press forward " in the Christian race, and cultivate, in 
his pupil's minds that true " holiness, without which no 
man shall sea the Lord/' 

Thus matters went on, when, to the great joy of Lord 
and Lady Drydale, and the almost equal joy of Mrs. 
Foeterton, her Ladyship gave birth to a son and heir to 
the ancient title and entailed possessions of the house of 
Ashworth. 

. Numerous and diversified were the congratulations 
that poured in from all sides. Friends from afar sent 
their warm and sincere congratulations, and even amongst 
the most pious of them, the infant Lord St. Maur*B 
advent seemed to be regarded only in the light of an 
earthly blessing. Bonfires blazed on a hundred hills 
round Ashworth ; its church bells rang a merry peal, as 
soon as the intelligence reached ; and the tenantry met 
and prepared addresses congratulatory of the long wished, 
for event, expressive of their earnest hope that their 
young Landlord would inherit the Christian graces of 
benevolent kindness, and uncompromising fidelity to the 
great cause of Scriptural truth, that so eminently distin- 
guished his noble parents ; and live in his exalted sphere. 



74 P0IS0SSB8 AVD PBOPAOASD1BT8: 

like them, not only to dwpenfle happiness here on wtb, 
but, by his precept and example, lead others to walk lo 
Uiat "narrow way" which leads to a blissful eternity. 

« How is it, Henry," asked Lady Drydale of her hus- 
band, the first day she was able to sit in her dressing-room* 
after he had just finished reading to her a letter from bia 
Agent, enclosing a copy of the above address, witti an m- 
timation that some of the most influential and substantial 
of his Lordship's tenantry were making preparaUons to 
come over to London, to present it in person, as sron as her 
Ladyship felt well enough to receive them,—*' How is it 
that those good people," cried she, ** have alone expressed 
wherein, to my mind, the great joy of a son bemg born 
to us conasts, that by his precept and example he may- 
win souls to godliness, and, as a light set in high places, 
cheer and brighten the darkened and lowly around hm^ 
in their search after Gospel truth? " 

*' Because, my dear Louisa," returned her husband, 
laying down his letter and its enclosure on the small 
table before him, while he gazed affectionately on his 
wife, " our tenantry know and appreciate your feelings 
on this subject better than anybody else, to hope that 
your son might be a Christian in the most extended 
sense of the word, these worthy men and their families 
felt, and truly felt, would be considered by you, my love, 
as the most gratifying expression of their good wishes. 
Bemember how long you have lived amongst them, 
Louisa," he added, as he took his wife's hand, and pressed 
it between both of his, "and then do not wonder that 
those attached people, to whose spiritual wante you have 
mimBtered, should understand you better than fashion- 
able inends, aye ! oi even your Christian friends, whose 
f^ ««ir ** ^^^ ^"^^° exclusively. Uke your own tenantiy, 

•^wLr?' '"''""P^^ ^-^d influence/' 
What time •will ^n.. « e 
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80 weU bis birth h£.i ^ ™y ^"'^ boy ; I know 
^ ""^ °" given them all such deUjht." 
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** You must be in no hurry, Louisa,** replied her hus« 
band ; ^ time enough for us to talk of that, when you are 
quite well, and out/* 

" Oh, yes," replied his wife, " but I know all their 
wiyes at Ashworth will be very impatient until the wise 
men that are sent over, report on 8t. Maur*B beauty ; and 
I assure you, Henry," she added, in quite a serious tone, 
<*he is considered a very handsome infant, and Emily 
thinks he has quite a benevolent expression of coun« 
tenance." 

Lord Drydale laughed heartily, as well at his own 
dear wlfe*s touch of motherly vanity, as at his imaginative 
si8ter-in-law*8 discovery of benevolence in a child scarcely 
three weeks old. 

•' Well, you may laugh, Henry," cried Lady Drydale, 
laughing herself, ^ but we must make this a pleasure-trip 
to those good folk. I doubt if any of the three gentlemen 
who will form the deputation were ever in London before. 
Then there are so many things to be seen, as well as 
St. Maur, J think it would be well to invite them before 
I am quite able to receive the address. All the new 
improvements in agriculture, and those scientific disco* 
veries you are so interested in, Henry, it would be de- 
lightful for you to show and explain to them. I am sure 
those gentlemen, who are very intelligent, would enjoy it 
excee<Sngly ; and I can tell you, my Lord Drydale,** she 
added, playfully, *' the first reception I give shall be to 
the deputation from Ashworth.'* 

There was no resisting this ; the fond husband wrote 
to his Agent by that post, conveying her Ladyship's ex- 
pressed wish ** that the gentlemen who were entrusted with 
the address should come over before the time of its pre- 
sentation, and remain as his Lordship's guests, in order 
that they might have time to see the London * Lions,* as 
well as the family 'Lion,' their futiure landlord, the 
infant Lord St. Maur," whom, with parental pride, he 
assured his Agent ** was growing quite a stout boy, and 
with his dear mother was going on as well as possibly 
could be wished," well knowing that a buUetin of 
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both their healths would be expected by the good man 
to be circulated, with joy and gladness, from household 
to household, on his wide spread estate. 

The husband and father's cup of happiness was fuU to 
overflowing, and, if possible, increased by the conviction, 
so many placed under his gentle sway, rejoiced and 
sjrmpathized in his domestic felicity. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

Why in each breast 
Is placed a friendly monitor^ that prompts, 
Informs, direots, encourages, forbids f 
Tell, why on unknown evil, grief attends, 
Or joy on secret good ? 

Ql YifN*s Day or Judombnt. 

ONE of those sweet spring mornings, when the 
London lilac is bursting into bloom, and the first 
golden tendrils of the laburnum, in its graceful and 
drooping beauty, contrasts with artistic effect the vivid, 
yet chastened hue of its neighbour, that perfumed and 
oriental looking shrub, with her dark leaves, like some 
rich and becoming costume, setting off* a bright face of 
clustering flowers, might be seen walking slowly and 
thoughtfully through the square in which Lord Drydale 
and Mr. Fosterton resided, the muffled figure of a 
female. 

There had been light and refreshing showers during 
the night, and the garden enclosure of the square, at 
that early hour, sent forth its sweets, impregnating the 
air with that delicious and refined sort of odour, nature 
presents as an offering to the early riser, even amidst 
such drawbacks to her votive gifts as brick walls and 
smoky chimnies. 

The sun had risen, and refreshed as a giant after his 
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slumber, to run his accustomed course, like a renewed 
Antinoua^ took his first step upward, in the young day, 
before his setting glories should fade away — aye ! before 
he moved majestically into his meridian splendour, how 
shameless and daring, beneath his piercing gaze, would 
be the acts of sinful and finite man. 

The history of those few hours, could they be 
chronicled by the boldest flight genius ever exercised, 
would convey, perhaps, terrific insight into the depths 
of human degradation, and uplift the veil of redeem^ 
ing love in its elSect on the children of Adam; but 
would fall, oh ! how far short, of the recording angel's 
tale. 

Some such thought struck the heart of that muffled 
figure, moving so noiselessly along the deserted square, 
as she raised her dark lustrous eyes upwards, and stood 
still to gaze for a few moments on the orb of day, his 
brightness radiating the fleecy curtain of the heavens 
that blushed to receive him, and lighting up the petal of 
earths flowers beneath, that opened at &s magic touch, 
to welcome their morning visitor. 

Were there voices in the air whispering into that 
young girl's ear words of warning and counsel ? Surely, 
yes I for the voice of nature was abroad, and the bird 
who sang on the hawthorn spray above where she stood, 
and the insect who buzzed around, sporting in the 
morning ray, woke to life and being by the sun's glowinff 
beams, and the snail who crawled in her path, vivified 
into active life, spumed though it niight be, beneath the 
foot of man, asked her to pause, and consider what was 
to be her alloted work on that day ? 

A cry of agony almost escaped from lips pale with 
emotion, as her hand stretched forth involuntarily to 
catch at the railing for support, near where she stood. 

In the eflbrt, a black rosary, made of some hard kind 
of wood, that she wore attached to the chatelaine at her 
side, struck the iron rail, and a small ebony figure of 
the Virgin Mother and child, became in some way 
detached; the link, yfiih which it was fastened to the 
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rosary of beads, either breaking, or undoing, and the 
senseless idol fell to the ground. 

** Mother of Heaven T* cried its superstitious worship* 
per, " thou hast deserted me, shown thy displeasure to 
the wretched Seraphine, for holding back, even in though t, 
from the penance the Church inflicts. Holy Saints and 
Martyrs!" she exclaimed, almost wildly, ** mortify 
within me the corrupt affection I bear towards that 
heretic lady, who would plunge me in mortal sin, by 
teaching me to doubt thy power." And snatching up 
the ebony figure, she hurried on, as if afraid of trusting 
herself again in the contemplation of nature, or her own 
thoughts ; and with downcast eyes walked rapidly out of 
the square, passing on towards Piccadilly; and here, 
seemingly awaiting her approach, stood a close covered 
oab ; the driver, as she turned into Piccadilly from Wilton 
Place, pointing his whip, with a peculiarity of gesture, 
she seemed to understand, towards the Heavens. 

'* He points to the east, and so comes from Monsignor,'' 
she said to herself, ** and I have kept him waiting, by my 
sinful wavering ;" and stepping from the flag way into 
nearly the centre of the street, she held up the black 
rosary in her hand, but without at all glancing towards 
the cab driver. 

The man instantly opened the door of the vehicle, and 
without a word being spoken by either of the parties, the 
lady stepped in, bestowing a sharp, quick look at the 
obsequious driver, who stood holding open the door of 
the cab, to admit his mysterious fare, while, in that rapid 
glance, Seraphine Mardoni recognised a zealous Marist 
missionary, whose edifying discourses she had sat under 
in the Metropolitan Chapel of Dublin, before Sir Anthony 
Beynard's sister introduced her to Mrs. Fosterton. 

This clerical Jehu now drove, at a well regulated 
pace, through densely populated districts, with constable 
A. 621, and constable B. 235, keeping guard on the 
pavit but their practised eyes penetrated not the Jesuit's 
disguise, which, personally, and in the getting up of his 
cab and horse, was complete, the latter only being some- 
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what a more expensive class of anim^ thaii generaUy- 
used for the same purpose ; still, powerful and well fed,- 
he seemed capable of undergoing almost any amount of 
work, without breaking down, or suffering from fatigue. 
The young Italian girl sat back in the carriage, with 
her hands firmly clasped together, as if in mental prayer, 
her eyes closed to outward objects, and with her veil 
flung back, the classical beauty of her features, heightened 
by the internal agony of suppressed emotion, might sup- 
ply a model to a Phidias or Praxiteles, to realise a young 
priestess of vesta, borne, unresistingly, to be self-im- 
molated on the altar of the Goddess she so devotedly 
served. 

No sound of murmured prayer issued from the half 
parted lip, nor did her thoughts take the form of words ; 
gtiU the spiiit of prayer stirred within the almost pulse- 
less heart; but her hands clutched, convulsively, the 
little idol image she had again attached to her rosary ; 
and as if magnetised by its touch, with a strong effort, 
apparently of recalled consciousness, she started from her 
recumbent posture, opening her eyes wildly, as if to 
withdraw her attention from some forbidden thoughts, 
by fixing her outward senses on surrounding objects. 

*' My spirit shall not always strive with man," was. a 
fearful intimation to a world who resisted " the still small 
voice," implanted in the human breast, by the Lord 
Jehovah, when he was about to engulph all He had- 
created, except his servant Noah and his generation, from 
the face of the earth ; and — " My spirit shall not always 
strive with man," is his intimation to the individual who 
hardens the heart and steels the brow against that inward 
monitor, who whispers the agonised soul — **■ This is the 
way, walk ye in it.'' 

Seraphine Mardoni was educated ** to love darknesa 
rather than light,*' and true to her *« traditions " at that 
eventful moment, she strove to quench within her the 
*« workings of the spirit," and steeled her heart against 
Divme grace, by recapitulating to herself the subtle and 
supersitious argument» used by Monsignor Reynard, to 
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engage her active and willing seryices, in carrying out 
plans deemed necessary by the order of which he was 
the visible head, for the aggrandisement and extension of 
the Church he so faithfully, yet so ruthlessly, served. 
At moments she tried to console herself by thinking that 
ahe could avert, by entreaty, the fearful tragedy to which 
her fears pointed, and in the first act of which she had 
played her part the night before. 

*' Those drops/' spoke her agitated heart, <* the Holy 
Father never intended should take away life, ' only create 
feverish symptoms,' he said, and yet I felt, as I poured 
them into her cup, that I was a murderess, with the eyes 
of the whole world looking at my act ; but that was 
weak, for the ever blessed Mary smiles when her faithful 
children promote her glory, and obey, without question- 
ing, the Holy Church. The sweet Mother of Heaven 
may find some other way to bring into the true fold so 
many souls, and spare me the bitter agony my soul 
ahrinks from encountering. So good, so loveable, so 
charitable, so generous to me, an outcast and a stranger ! 
I must love her, though he slay me.'' 

And the figure of her stem confessor seemed to stand 
real and tangible before the wretched girl's mental gaze, 
while in a voice that froze her blood within her veins, the 
shadow seemed to say— 

**She is good, and kind, and amiable, because she 
never was tempted to be otherwise, for the Devil tempts 
only the true Believer, the Heretic he is always sure of 
having : and this noble lady you admire so much, is the 
deadly foe of the true Church, one of those who never 
are to be converted ; and with her strange power over 
her sister's mind, has drawn her back from the Altar of 
Mary, to follow with her husband and children, the 
damning heresy of her own Puritanical creed. Reflect, 
before it is too late, how many souls, you, Seraphine 
Mardoni, can convert from the error of their way, by 
mortifying your own sinful affection for this dangerous 
Heretic, who raised doubts of the time Church within 
your own heart? What a stumbling block, then, would 

o 
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she proT6 to her weak gister, whose love for her ift un« 
bounded? This family, and all they may draw after 
ihem, are lost to Catholicity, if you do not save them. 
Away with such coward selfishness 1 The blefised 
Virgin and Holy Saints smile on, and bless, with mira- 
culous gifts, those who serve the Church, by acts of self* 
abnegation; a crown, bright and unfading as the 
Martyrs, await you." 

And with a start the wretched Seraphine awoke, as 
from a fevered dream, when the vehicle stopped before a 
small chapel, attached to a convent of Carmelite NunSy in 
a distant quarter of the City. 

Hastily recollecting herself, Seraphine dropped the 
large black veil that nearly enveloped her whole figpire, 
and the pseudo cabman opening the door of his cab, 
with a faltering step the wretched girl entered the small 
enclosed railing in front of the chapel, which was closed. 
At her approach, however, before she knocked at the 
porch door, it was opened widely from within, and the 
superstitious devoU, who entered, meekly crossing her^^ 
self, hailed this civil intimation that her presence was 
recognised and expected as an omen of good, the true 
Church opening her arms to receive her own exhausted 
spirit, and, sprinkling her death-llke brow freely with 
the holy water that stood in a stone vase, built into tiie 
wall, near the door she had entered by, advanced, with 
clasped hands, and bowed head, towards the lighted.np, 
and richly adorned altar. 

A lay sister closed the door noiselessly behind the 
muffled votary, taking, however, the precaution of draw- 
ing a bolt securely against any unexpected intruders, 
before she vanished behind a lattice at the upper end of 
the exquisitely modelled building. 

It was a perfect gem of art, designed after some of 
the ancient Basilicas at Rome ; the walls inlaid and 
covered over with marbles of various hues, forming a 
rich mosaic, intersected here and there with well-executed 
friezes; the fretted ceiling adorned with arabesqr»es vA 
Jrescoes^ copied from the olden masters; while Coriathian 
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pilasters of rare beauty divided the nave from the side 
aisles, each containing a shrine, biazing in wax lights, 
with gilt rases filled with choice and exotic flowers, 
while on their centre stood, conspicuous, the patron 
Saint, to whom these little crypti were dedicated, with 
the idol image tricked out in gold and silver tissue, de- 
corated with jewels, which, like the gilt candlesticks 
around, looked genuine midst a blaze of dazzling light. 
But the high altar, on which stood the immaculate 
Mother of Heaven, adorned with gems of great value, 
votive offerings from richly endowed superstitious wor- 
shippers, glittering in golden finery, ** the Idol Queen," 
surrounded by a courtly retinue of Saintly pictures, out- 
shone her allies in the side aisles, and threw them 
comparatively into the shade, while the windows above, 
of richly stained glass, told the history of a St. Monica, 
or St. Alphonsus, or some other legendary Saint, equally 
apocryphal, decked in garments of *' divers colors,'' yel 
harmonising well with the gorgeous display of this 
curiously wrought Temple, more suited to witness £leu- 
sinian rites than the simple forms of Apostolic worship. 

Seraphine, occupied with the intensity of her own 
mental sufferings, cast not one admiring glance around ; 
she perceived only the altar and shrines were lighted up 
and adorned for some imposing ceremony, and a vague 
idea shot through her brain, it was for her own edifica- 
tion. No other person appeared within the chapel, and 
as she flung herself on the marble pavement before the 
altar of the '* immaculate Mary," a strain of music, ex- 
quisite and thrilling, filled the building; at the same 
time, from the porch entered a procession of richly 
attired Priests, while at their head walked majestically 
Monsignore Reynard, stiff in gold and satin embroidery, 
powdered over with jewels, that outshone the bedizened 
figure on the altar, while a boy of rare beauty, sumptu- 
ously dressed, preceded him, with a golden censor in his 
hand, scattering incense around. Slowly following, came 
the Carmelite Nuns of the adjoining convent, with their 
dark flowing dresses, and muffled veils, like a corps of 
G 2 
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Chasseurs d'Afrique, supporting a column of the Queen's 
Life Guardsmen, blazing in scarlet and gold, while be« 
hind the cloistered vestais walked, three abreast, youi:^ 
and lovely women, dressed in the most graceful fashion, 
in robes of the purest white, a pale blue satin scarf 
of the richest material flung over the right shoulder of 
each fair votary, knotted carelessly at the left side, below 
the waist, its fringed ends sweeping the tesselated pave* 
ment, their beauteous young brows bound with chaplets 
of flowers, while in their clasped hands each one held a 
gilt crucifix, and, suspended from each graceful neck, 
was a chain of finely wrought gold, to which was at- 
tached a medallion figure of the *' immaculate Virgin," 
with rays of glory radiating the idol's brow. 

High bom and educated, as far as worldly accomplish- 
ments went, were these young and lovely missionaries of 
*' the oblates of Mary," chosen for their personal beauty 
and vocal powers : but their souls were trammelled by a 
blinded and slavish superstition, that commanded the 
adoption of a picturesque costume, as well as the ofiTering 
up their artistic services, to win over and confirm im- 
perishable souls in that religion of the senses — *'^ Mystic 
Babylon" — so clearly marked out in Scripture as an 
Apostate Church, antagonistic through so many ages to 
the worship of the living God, " in Spirit and in Truth." 

Unconscious as the insensate idols of this gorgeous 
Temple, were this fair attractive band of the object to be 
attained, by assembUng there together at so early and 
unseasonable an hour ; nor did the darkly-robed rdigieuse 
comprehend it more clearly; or, perhaps, any amongst 
the Priests who assisted at so edifying a ceremony. That 
some good work was to be accomplished, connected with 
the conversion of heretic Protestants to the true faith, all 
present believed, and the instrument, for accomplishing 
this good work, every individual in the procession that 
now swept through aisle and chancel, recognised, m the 
prostrate and closely-veiled figure, that knelt in appa- 
rently the most abstracted devotion on the lowest step of 
the high altar of " the adorable Mary ;" but the mode, 
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or manner this good work was to be carried out in, was 
known only to " the Master Spirit," who pulled " the 
Puppet wires" within those sacred walls, and shudder- 
ingly guessed at, by his unresisting victim, who knelt in 
mortal agony before the Blessed Virgin*s Shrine. 

The pageant swept by with solemn genuflexions, as 
they passed in front of the gilded ark, supposed to con« 
tain '* Him, who sits at the right hand of God," singing 
as they moved with solemn pace, the Gloriaa Laua^ 
while the Priests, with Monsignore Reynard still at their 
head, defiled in single lines, with almost military pre- 
cision, and ascended the richly carpeted steps that led to 
the altar, the confraternity of aristocratic young ladies 
moving in front of the chancel, while the Carmelite Nuns 
took up their position behind their own latticed retreat, 
now resigned, to accommodate some less gifted, and more 
aged members of the Marist order than the young and 
lovely beings chosen on this occasion for the procession. 

Their united voices now swelled in grand chorus with 
tiie sweet tones of the veiled sisterhood, in giving the 
responses of the Turba in the passion from Alfieri's 
** Vittoria," and then, for the firut time, Seraphine Mar- 
doni looked up. 

The thrilling melody of the young and beautiful Ma- 
rists, the chastened sweetness of devoted women who 
abjured the world for a cloister, the gorgeous display of 
sacerdotal robes, a visible sign of the Priestly power 
she so firmly believed in, the richly-adorned shrines, the 
illuminated pictures, the flowers, the lights, the incense 
—it drew her, as it were, out of herself, and when the 
choir sung, with plaintive and touching efiTect, the office 
of Tenebre^ her voice mingled in its soul-subduing ca- 
dences. 

" The Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament" then took 
place; the lights being suddenly extinguished height- 
ened the illusion to the senses of the adoring worshippers, 
who bowed down in solemn ecstacy before a wafer f The 
procession of the " Most Holy " was then formed, and 
the newly created god exposed in his decorated ark. 
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placed under a canopy uplifted by the attendant Priests, 
Monfidgnore Bernard, murderer by intention, at that 
moment supporting its centre, walkmg nndemeath, whOe 
his brethren held it np at either side. Two of their 
number, raising the wretched Seraphine firom her kneeL> 
ing posture, and placing her almost lifeless figure between 
them, supporting her at the same time, formed next to 
the canopy in procession ; the Carmelite Nuns and beau- 
tiful eor^atemity of MarisU following slowly behind, 
singing, in gushing sadness, the ** Liamentations of Fales» 
trinar 

In an adjoining crypt, on the ^ Altar of Repose," the 
g^ded ark and wafer god was laid with great pomp and 
ceremony, and the ^^High Mass of Deposition" per- 
formed effectively by Monsignore Re3mard, ably assisted 
by his attendant priests ; when lo ! the chapel was sud* 
denly flooded with brilliant light, and a novena for the 
conversion of heretic Protestant England was gone 
through in masterly style by the Monsignore, the priests, 
nuns, and Marist choir joining most devoutly in the 
office, concluded by the investiture of Seraphine Mardoni 
with the insignia of the " Oblates of Mary," the Monsig- 
nore Reynard placing round the kneeling postulant's neck 
the finely wrought gold chain, to which was suspended 
the medallion picture of the "all-powerful Mary," pro- 
nouncing at the same time, in the vaunting and flattering 
language of the Church of Rome, a blessing on the future 
labours of the cherished and highly favoured Marist mis- 
sionary he just invested, imploring the prayers of the 
faithful to aid and strengthen her in the good work she 
was embarked in ; while the fanatic Seraphine felt so 
honoured and inspired by the solemn services she had 
just witnessed, and so prominently made to play a part 
in, that at that moment she was equal to perform any 
sacrifice of her own feelings, or aflectious, the Church 
might command, nay, any act her infallible wisdom might 
decree as necessaiy, to advance her prosperity and glory. 

Elated with this fatal enthusiasm, and solemnly im- 
pressed with her own importance in being expected to 
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perform a work of extraordinary magnitude, the disciple 
of Monsignore Reynard heard the Benedictus pronounced, 
and entered the confessional immediately after, with 
iDuch the same feeling of submission to her Jesuit direc- 
tor, she had evinced when listening to her mother's 
dying call for her only child, unheeded and unmoved. 

'* I will try and promise, Holy Father,'' faintly whis- 
pered the penitent in the ear of her Jesuit Confessor. 

'* Before the sun sets, my daughter, must this glorious 
act be accomplished." 

Seraphine*s thoughts recurred to the forbidden ones, 
with which she had gazed on his rising glories. 

"Already,** resumed the Holy Father, "this sinful 
reluctance on your part has been permitted too long; 
the sister*s mind has been withdrawn from the devotion 
of the Blessed Mary to read those Scriptures that made 
a Luther out of a believing monk. Her admiring, vacil- 
lating Chaplain, will easily adopt her views, and like the 
dog return to his vomit, and wallow, before long, in the 
mire he was brought up in : and that dangerous heretie 
Lord already has his eye on him. I know this noble 
Bible-monger well ; unless the families are separated, he 
will bring him entirely over to his own Puritan views : 
he was reared in them, and will return to them if you 
hesitate." 

The Jesuit paused, and something like a groan escaped 
from his penitent. 

*' Do not," he added, in a firm tone, " let your mind 
dwell on the great, or fancied estimable qualities, of an 
obnoxious heretic to your Holy Church. The more 
endearing her private virtues may be, the greater glory 
to you for being the chosen instrument to remove so 
dangerous a stumbling-block to the spread of Catholicity. 
Consider, if you disobey the mandates of our Holy Order, 
the sacred oath of Loyola is violated, and your soul is 
lost ; and who can tell how many thousand souls are lost 
beside, if you now criminally falter ? Here is a family of 
station and influence, sprung from the first abettors of 
the accursed Reformation, with a Protestant tenantry, to 
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be extirpated or converted to Catholicity, like tbeir land*** 
lord; their children's children brought up in the true 
faith ; a Protestant parson to become a Catholic priest ; 
his example and grand reception sure to bring over other 
weak godless men like himself. Will you, then, Sera- 
phine Mardoni, after acknowledging to me that if this 
woman lives, her sister and family are lost for ever ? They 
and you are to accompany her to Ashworth, to rejoice 
with their Orange tenantry, over the heretic scion of 
an accursed house. May not Satan sift your own soul, 
as wheat, in this visit? Already, you have confessed 
doubts arose within you, when ibtening to her Scripture 
arguments. Either doubt, then," he added, in a lofty 
tone, *'and be eternally lost, or obey the Church, and 
have future generations rise up and call you ' Blessed.' " 

Seraphine shuddered. " I promise. Holy Father," she 
faintly articulated ; '' but in this, my last earthly coiiflict," 
she cried passionately, "tell me, does hi^ (she dared 
not trust her voice at that moment to name Luigi di Cor- 
tona) *' yet live ? Has the Church spared him ? Has 
she brought him back to the true fold ? " 

** She has spared him,*' replied the Jesuit Father «n- 
phatically, though he was aware that at that moment liie 
mandate had gone forth for his death ; '* because you sub- 
mitted to her guidance, by aiding in the conversion of this 
family, you have gained for him space for repentance ; 
by consummating Uiis obedience, you will accomplish his 
conversion." 

" I have promised," replied the wretched girl, '* but 
not," she cried, in a voice quivering with emotion, " to 
save him alone ; to save others, to extend the power of 
the one true Church." And a glow of hectic flushed her 
cheek, and her eye looked bright and hard, as she entered 
tin: ciib that was all this time waiting for her outside the 
CHnuelile chapel, and all expression of reluctant inde« 
cbtui) bad vanialiied from the coontcuance of Monsignore 
E&jiiard'a poniteoL 
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CHAPTER IX. 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free ; 
And all are slaves beside. There's not a chain, 
That hellish foes confederate for his harm, 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Sampson his green withs. 

COWPSB. 

" T AM BO glad to meet you, my old friend !" 
X exclaimed Lord Drydale to Sir Charles Stamer, a 
few moments after the Jesuit cabman deposited his fare 
at the corner of Chesham Place. 

Seiaphine, muflaedalmost to disguise, had seen his Lord- 
ship enter Mr. Stamer's, and she started involuntarily, as 
she thought " this family weie lost to the Church, by their 
son spending even one day with that obdurate heretic par- 
BC»,that the poor speak so well of. The Monsignore knows 
best, and yet''— here she stopped her thoughts from 
recurring to the painful and dreadful subject they dwelt 
on, increased her pace, and tried to look calm and un- 
concerned, as if returning from a morning walk ; while 
Lord Drydale, heartily greeted by his old friends, the 
Stamers, whom he had surprised over a late breakfast, 
replied to their anxious enquiries about Lady Drydale— 
'* That she had been netting on famously, as well as her 
boy, until the evening before; when she ^«<5ame feverish 
and uneasy ; the doctoVsaw her at once, and during the 
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night, when the feverish sjrmptoms recorred mom or leas, 
but that he left her quite free from them, and doing well ; 
Mrs. Fosterton had been with her all through the night, 
and had just lain down ; he had been up, too, but always 
rose at his usual early hour." 

" Always the same, my Lord, wherever you are," 
remarked Mr. Stamer. " I do not know how you manage 
it, but London upsets our regular country hours ; that was 
what Charley was complaining of when you came here." 

" He was up and routing everybody this morning,*' 
observed Mrs. Stamer, '' as if he had gone to bed at his 
usual hour, instead of being, after making his maiden 
speech, in the House of Commons." 

'^And a capital bit he made of it, I understand,*' 
observed Lord Drydale, *' that was what brought me over 
BO early, to hear idl about your speech, Master Charley. I 
didn't go out at all last night, on account of Lady Dry- 
dale, but Fosterton just called in for a minute, to say the 
clubs were all buzzing in your favour." 

** I only said what I thought," replied the young states* 
man, in his own manly, unaffected way, '^ and really did 
not intend to speak at all, until someway I felt the dis* 
cussion of this grant to Maynooth of such vast import- 
ance, I found myself on my legs, and the Speaker's eye 
encouraged me to go on." 

" You never heard anything like it, my Lord," cried Sir 
Charles, evidently in high good humour, at his favourite 
nephew's success. '* The fellow kept the House of Com- 
mons quiet for over two hours, and that is saying a good 
deal ; he never faltered through the whole speech, as if 
he had been making himself up for it for the last twelve 
months; and hit the ministry right and left. Their leader 
in the House thought Charley's attack on that 
Ran CoUege of Maynooth, 
Where eTerything ia tanght hat tnith, 
(he ledted em parmthese) worthy of a reply, but it was a 
niserable fadure, and the House was counted out before 
06 had well got into his speech.*' 

"iapoke strongly," observed Charles Stamer, with s 
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vivid recollection of what he himself, and his family, had 
suffered from 'Priestly intention/ ** because it was a 
subject I had thought lately a good deal about, and I 
felt strongly the money of a state, professing a Scriptural 
religion, should not support an institution for the educa- 
tion of men, who, systematically, there are taught, and 
whose mission it is, to teach the suppression of the Word 
ofOod. The thing lies in a nutshell. If Bible Christianity 
is to be upheld by a state, it is surely sheer folly to pay 
for the education of men to neutralize its effects, 
by propagating error, and subvert its great truths by the 
promulgation of subtle casuistry to uphold a monster 
fable." 

*' Charles feels strongly, my Lord," observed his 
mother, turning to Lord Drydale, *' because he has 
practically been made to feel the secret workings of a 
system that the Government of the country sustain by a 
large grant ; but the Lord opened his eyes in time, and my 
son's providential escape from the hands of such ruthless 
men, completely opened mine ; I see now clearly there 
is no lasting peace or safety for me and my family but 
the written Word of God ; which was so long withheld 
from them and me, but has now, thanks be to God, made 
tts * wise unto salvation.' " 

This was spoken with some emotion by Mrs. Stamer, 
who stood up immediately before his Lordship could 
reply, and left the room. 

As soon as the door closed after his wife, Mr. Stamer 
exclaimed, turning to his old friend— 

'^ Her eyes are, indeed, completely opened, and under 
God she may thank her son for it ; for after that mur« 
derous attack was made on him at Fosterton Park, by 
that disguised Jesuit, that I hinted to you, my Lord, 
about, when last we met. When Charley there, returned 
to Stamer Castle, looking more like a ghost than the 
atout able fellow he does now, limping on crutches, he 
called his brothers and sister together, and with his 
mother present, opened up the whole matter. They all, 
of course, felt very indignant at the way he was treated, 
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and his mother naturally felt it more keenly than any of 
them; hut Charley detailed the change his own mind 
and opinions had undergone, and insisted that the Word 
of God should get a fair trial from his parent, and the 
rest of her children. The poor dear woman, frightened 
out of her wits at the deadly power of the Priesthood, 
she was brought up so much to venerate, thought the 
making away of me in some ¥ray, by poison or assassi- 
nation, would be the next thing attempted, and that her 
son, or husband*s life, would be the sacrifice, if she con- 
tinued to carry on clandestinely to be guided by theij* 
direction. So she made no objection to reading the 
Bible herself with Charley, or her children reading it 
under their brother*s guidance. And the word of Truth, 
that never fails, * mighty to the bringing down of strong 
holds,* took root, by God's grace, within her heart, and 
set the poor * captive free' from Priestcraft. She told 
me all. The history of years of double dealing and du- 
plicity, to prevent my children becoming acquainted 
with the Holy Scriptures. She says now, she feels as if 
she escaped from some dreadful labyrinth, into which 
she and her children were led by a blind superstition, 
the meshes of the Jesuit woof that entangled them being 
broken by her son, and his hand holding the Word of 
God, as a duei to lead them out of such a web of de- 
ceit." 

^' His hand, too, that brings good out of evil,*' ob- 
served the old Baronet, "brought Charley to consider 
the root of the matter, not like his poor uncle, God help 
me I who used to think all was right if a man wore an 
orange ribbon. But now Charley brought me to read 
the Bible, as well as his mother, and I read it as I never 
did before, and see things in quite a different light" 

•* I would have been a Nun, but for Charley," cried 
his sister, half laughing, who was sitting next him. 
" You have a great deal to answer for," she added, 
archly, in a lower tone, looking up with great affection 
in her brother's thoughtful face. 

'•The truth, is the best to be told, Isabella," whis- 
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pered the elder brother playfully ; *' you had no voca- 
tion ; and there.'' he added, *' I hear my mother's bell 
nag ; your drawing mistress has come." 

And Isabella Stamer, a pretty lively looking girl of 
about sixteen, bounded out of the room. 

Lord Drydale offered his sincere and hearty congratu* 
lations to bis old friends, on the merciful interposition of 
Providence, in bringing a beloved wife, and her children* 
out of the influence of that Apostate Church, who had 
so unscrupulously laid down plans to enslave them in 
gross superstitious error, while he expressed to Charles 
btamer his entire approval of the manly, straightforward 
course he had acted, in undeceiving bis family, and the 
Christian spirit he had shewn in leading them to drink 
at the fountain of living waters, the written message of 
the Most High God to His fallen creatures. 

" You have put the Jesuit party," he said, ** at arms 
length, by your uncompromising avowal of your own 
fixed principles, last night, and so have saved your* 
self from any further tampering ; for I always find those, 
whom the Jesuits assail, and assail most effectually, are 
those indefinite kind of people, who have no very accu« 
late notions of what is truth, and what is error. Then, 
Mrs. Stamer's open recantation of Popery, in her Parish 
Church, will save her, and the younger branches of her 
family, a world of trouble, particularly as it is well 
known, it was entirely her own unbiassed act." 

'' Entirely so," replied Mr. Stamer. *' She insisted 
the recantation should be made in her own Parish 
Church, before her own family, and in the face of her 
Tenantry. She entirely took your view of the matter, 
my Lord, by this open act to cut away all hope of the 
Jesuits regaining power over her, or her family. But 
the Popish Press, I find, have attacked Charley in the 
most shameful manner. Here is the Local Paper, for« 
warded to me by somebody, though it is a couple of 
Weeks old. Of course, with them, no one turns to the 
religion of the Bible from conviction. Just listen to this 
tirade of calumny," and Mr. Stamer put on his specta- 
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des, and oommeiiced reading the psngrmph he lefened 
to, firom the '^ Western Patriotic Propagandist,*' while 
Sir Charies fidgetfced in his chair, and vowed ^* it was 
like eTerything connected with the par^, a tissue of 
fidsehood firom b^;inning to end." 

The paragraph ran thus, as read hy Mr. Stamer : 

^ We learn, a reiy ludicrous scene took place, a few 
Sundays back, in the Parish Church of S— — ; the un- 
fortunate Lady of a certain Tory Aristocrat (who once, 
by an Orange clique, was disgracefully foisted on the cod« 
stituency, for the representation of this great county), 
under strong family coercion, was paraded before die 
astonished congregation, to read her recantation ! (bless 
the mark) from the errors of Popery ! The poor Lady, 
who is quite imbecile^ miserably broke down, though 
under the lash of her Foxhunting Brother-in-law's blaick 
look, and audibly remonstrated with, by her mdulgmt 
spouse, who notoriously makes it a point to carry 
matters with a high hand ; while her eldest bom duti« 
fully reminded his mamma, her dear boy*s election in the 
forUicoming contest for the county^ the ensuing week, 
entirely depended on his mother's public recantation of 
the faith of her Forefathers ! his Orange backers having 
modestly stipulated for this maternal sacrifice, to ensure 
her hopeful son's return to a British House of Commons." 

" Disgusting !" observed Lord Drydale ; "but I would 
take no notice of such low malice. They have attacked 
me over and over again, but 1 am invulnerable to their 
shafts, and will make you laugh, when you come to Ash- 
worth, at some of the ingenious fictions, got up to 
damage my usefulness, and my wife's, amongst our 
Boman Catholic tenantry. But it doesn't succeed. They 
are, I really think, personally attached to us both, and 
are half wild with joy, that the Lord sent us an heir, and 
already, I understand, are amongst the foremost in sub- 
scribing for Fireworks, and I know not what, to let off 
on the arrival of their young Landlord." 

** Lord St. Maur is the most popular gent I know," 
observed Charles Stamer, laughing, '' the good people of 
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Ashwortb, of all creeds and classes, are quite crazed 
about him. I hope no division will be coming on, to 
prevent my taking a run over ; I should*nt like to lose 
witnessing his Lordship's advent at Ashwortb." 

" We'll all enjoy it,*' cried Sir Charles, ** I hope I'll 
live to see him in the leathers fox-hunting yet; but 
'twill be a pleasant sight, my Lord, to see such staunch 
loyal men as your Protestant Tenantry, with the Papists 
amongst them, shamed into good behaviour, marching 
oat with banners flying, and bands playing, to meet the 
young heir of Ashworth, the bulwark for all that is true 
and noble in the loyal north." 

** A great day for Ireland," cried Mr. Stamer, laugh- 
ing, '* Sir Charles will have the bands playing, * Croppies 
lie down,' or * Protestant Boys,' if you don't watch him, 
my Lord, he and the Ashworth folk are always on such 
good terms when they meet." 

Lord Drydale laughed, while he observed, with a 
knowning shake of the head— 

** Some fear of that, too ; but he can settle the pro- 
gramme with some of my Ashworth neighbours, who 
are coming up to day to present an address to Lady 
Drydale and her young son, which I assure you, her 
Ladyship feels very prpud about." 

** The son, or the address ?" enquired Mr. Stamer, in 
his dry humorous way. 

** Of both, to be sure," exclaimed Sir Charles, before 
his Lordship could answer. *^ But who is coming over? 
you know of old, my Lord, that I am well acquainted 
with all the magnates of Ashworth." 

'• Why," replied his Lordship, " there is Ferguson of 
the Qlen, an excellent man, that holds under me nearly 
half a barony of my best grazing land. And young 
Walker, son to old Sam, you know, that kept a pack of 
iiarriers ; and this young fellow's name is Sam, too, he is 
nephew to Ferguson, and to be married, I believe, to 
one of his daughters ; he holds a good deal of house 
property in the town of Ashworth, as well as his late 
father's farm at Corrigdoon ; he is the lawyer to the 
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deputation, a smart intelligent chap enough, and is doing 
a good business, I believe, as an attorney, at Ashworth, 
The third man is Bigley, the brewer, who has realised 
a good thing for himself, and done a great deal for the 
town in the way of trade ; he is a com merchant as well, 
and a very sensible, worthy man." 

" Oh ! I know Ferguson and Bigley well," cried Sir 
Charles, " and I knew that Sam Walker's father very well, 
a right good fellow, and a capital horseman. When do 
you expect them?" 

" To day," replied his Lordship ; '• but my A^nt did 
not mention what train they were to come by. However, 
Lady Drydale insisted on their taking up their quarters 
with us, so they can*t go astray, and they have my 
direction. You must help me, Sir Charles, to shew them 
the sights ; I can reckon on you for the horses at Tatter* 
sail's ; and Stamer here, must shew them the Prince's 
Model Farm, he knows more of prize cattle than I do." 

"Oh! they must see everything," cried the worthy 
old Baronet, quite delighted at the prospect of a gossip 
with a crony from his own side of the water. *' Charley 
can get them into the stranger's gallery in the House of 
Commons. What a pity it is they weren't over in time 
to hear his speech last night ; but they can read it, at all 
events," he added, consoling himself that the oratory 
of his nephew, so much in unison with the avowed pre- 
dilections of the Ashworth folk, was sure to reach them, 
even in a mitigated form. 

'* And they must be introduced to a certain fair lady, 
too, Charley," continued the old gentieman, addressing 
his £eivourite in a very meaning tone. 

" Her feelings should first, I think, be consulted on the 
subject," observed Charley, as he stood up from the 
breakfast table, with a slight accession of colour. 

" Well, go and consult them," replied his old bachelor 
uncle, good humoredly, *' or, if you don't, I will, and 
don't stay all day, for I want you to look at a good cut 
of a horse, I am about buying, to present the young lady 
with." 
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Charles S tamer muttered some inarticulate sound 
about " business," and strolled to the window, and from 
thence strolled out of the room, Lord Drydale and Mr. 
Stamer being engaged in conversation while this bye 
play went on. 

*' No getting any good of him," murmured the Baronet 
to himself, ** until he sees her first every day.*' 

" I can tell you, my good friend, observed Lord 
Drydale, smiling, as he stood up to go away, *' those 
Ashworth gentlemen will have an opportunity to be 
formally presented to the fair Julia, for she is on Lady 
Drydale's list, not alone for the rejoicings at Ashworth, 
but is to be present at the reception of the deputation, 
please God, a week hence." 

** All right ! all right !" cried the old bachelor, •* I like 
everybody I think well of to admire Gharley*s choice as 
much as I do myself; she is a charming sweet young 
creature ; and I have knocked off six months of their 
year of probation ; they are to be made one for life just 
before parliament is prorogued." 

" And happy I am sure they will be," observed his 
Lordship, ** for they both have chosen the * better part.' 
She was always a great favourite of mine and Lady 
Drydale' s ; but when we met her this last time in London, 
a serious change for the better had taken place in her 
religious feelings." 

**The Jesuits, my Lord, did that for her," cried Sir 
Charles ; '' she was so shocked and horrified that time at 
Fosterton Park, and so thankful for Charley's escape out 
of their hands, ' it brought eternal things before her 
' mind in a stronger light than she ever saw them be- 
fore.'" 

Here Mr. Stamer entered, with his hat and gloves, 
ready for a stroll with Lord Drydale to the British 
Museum, to inspect some Egyptian curiosity that had 
been just imported. His Lordship wished the Baronet 
good morning, and the old gentleman, after first enquiring 
for his nephew, and ascertaining that he had gone out in the 
direction of Wilton Crescent, where General Mellworth 
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resided, shook his grey head, with a nod of satisfaction, 
and hetook himself to write a long letter to his factotum, 
at Stamer Castle, in which the management of his 
favourite hunters took up a rather prominent part, 
though the poor pensioners of his bounty, the old and 
feeble, in the neighbourhood, were not forgotten in the 
missive of the worthy Baronet. 

Some hours later in the day, after a train arrived at 
the Euston Square terminus, three gentlemen might be 
seen, sitting apart, in one of its monster coffee rooms, ap- 
parently engaged in grave consultation ; one of the party, 
a stout, robust looking elderly gentleman, was evidently 
suffering from the effectsofsea-sickness, whilst a dapper, 
accurately trimmed whisker young man, dressed in a 
complete suit of new toggery, counselled his friend to 
try ** brandy and water ;" their companion, a tall, spare 
personage, who stooped in the shoulders, with a William- 
ite nose, and close firm mouth, his thin grey hair, and 
scanty grey whiskers, neatly trimmed, giving an air of 
primness to his sensible intelligent face, proposed his 
friend should '* dine first, and then try the brandy and 
water, and lie by a little, before they proceeded to Lord 
Drydale's." 

" I think you are right, Mr. Ferguson," observed the 
squeamish looking gentleman, ** the noise of that steamer 
is still in my ears ; I don*t think I ever was on the sea 
before in my life ; I never went pleasuring on it in the 
way I see other people ; a pint of salt water would do 
me while I live ; and how am I to get back to Ash worth } 
that*s the question." 

"Oh! don't think of that now," replied the young 
man, quickly, ** the bile is only stirred up in you, it will 
be stirred out of you before you leave London ; we'll 
have you whistling the whole time on the deck, going 
back." 

His bilious friend threw a jaundiced look at his 
comforter, and shook his head with an air of utter 
incredulity. 

The spare gentleman modestly arrested a waiter, who 
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was performing a sort of erratic gallopade through the 
coifee room, with a hesitating order *'for dinner for 
three." 

The dancing waiter slided off with " presently. Sir, 
presently," and was no more seen in that quarter of the 
iounense chamber. 

" If we could have something hot and comfortable, 
Mr. Ferguson," cried his fat friend, in a languishing 
tone, '* in some small room, out of the way of all these 
people coming and going, calling for this, that, and 
t'other, *it addles my poor head, and is as bad as the 
steam-boat." 

"If you order dinner, Mr. Bigley, in a private room," 
observed the young dapper gentleman, with a knowing 
look, " youll have to pay for it, through the nose ; I know 
these things pretty well. We'll get boxed up here in a 
corner, if you like, though ; if I had my own taste, I 
didn't care how many were at the table, the more the 
better, I like nothing so much as variety." 

'* Well, Sam," observed the Williamite-nosed gentle- 
man, in a kind, friendly way, " you are a young man, 
and was born in the days of steam, and care less for 
knocking about than my friend here and I do ; all seems 
strange and puzzling enough, particularly when Mr. 
Bigley is far from well." 

'^ "That, indeed, am I," replied that gentleman, *' and 
I think the cigar Sam Walker persuaded me to smoke, 
after I came out of the packet, made me a great deal 
worse ; I*m not used to them, nor never should be ; there*s 
nothing, in my mind, like a good clay pipe, and genuine 
Cavendish, for a good smoke." 

''I am no smoker, you know," observed Mr. Ferguson, 
" and I always make it a rule never to be over persuaded 
into anything, particularly things I am not accustomed 
to take ; people should adhere to their own rules tra- 
velling, as well as when at home." 

Mr. Bigley shook his head. ** Seeing strange places, 
and strange things, upset one, I believe," he remarked, 
languidly. 

H 2 
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A waiter here approacbed the group, and signalled 
them to a table laid for three. 

'' That fellow minded you, though I thought he didn't 
understand a word you said," observed Mr. Bigley to his 
tall friend, as be moved with alacrity towards an inviting 
looking shoulder of roast mutton, with some other 
desirables on the table, laid for three. 

The worthy man felt nothing but astonishment since 
he had quitted the Emerald Isle, and on no occasion were 
his feelings of wonder more excited than at finding him- 
self, notwithstanding his previous sufferings, eating a 
very hearty dinner, quite at home, in a coffee room, 
filled with other people snacking, lunching, dining, and 
talking. 

" London, to be sure, is a wonderful place," cried the 
Ashworth brewer, as he imbibed some of the mixture 
Sam Walker recommended him so strongly; ''nothing 
like it under the sun." 

*' It's nothing when you're used to it," returned the 
younger man of the party, determined to shew how easy 
he took matters. ''Waiter !" he cried, to a flitting shadow* 
that passed by, " more brandy, and some good cigars." 

" We must keep ourselves sober, Sam," observed his 
future father-in-law, with a quiet smile ; " remember, we 
are in a large and strange City, and will want to have 
our senses cool and collected ; and, besides, we must see 
all we can." 

*' You are quite right, Mr. Ferguson," cried the fat 
Brewer, who had a very exalted idea of his friend's good 
sense, and right judgment on all occasions. " It's weU 
you're our polar star in this deputation, for I am so be- 
wildered ; and Sam there is so dying to be at everything, 
that I don't know what would become of us before we 
got out of London." 

" No fear in life of our going astray," cried Sam, gaily, 
while Mr. Ferguson remarked— 

" Thanks to Lady Dry dale, she took care we shouldn't 
want a home while we were in London." 

"There's nobody like her Ladyship for a kind 
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thought," exclaimed the Ash worth brewer. " Here's 
that she may be long spared to her noble husband, and 
her noble heir, the young Lord St. Maur, and may all of 
them be long spared to the people of Ashworth." 

Even the abstemious Mr. Ferguson drank that toast in 
a bumper. 

"She is, indeed," observed he, warmly, *<the very 
best woman I ever met. If there's a sorrow in one of 
our families, she is the first to come to tell us how tu 
bear it like true Christians : and if there's a joy, I never 
think it's good news, some way, until her Ladyship is 
made acquainted with it. To see her when she got my 
son, Bob, that appointment in the East India service ; if 
he were her own child she couldn*t be more anxious 
about him ; got his mother the list, from the East India 
House, of what outfit he'd want, and sent some extra 
things herself we never would have thought of, and came 
over herself to the Olen, to cheer up my poor woman 
and the girls the day he sailed. And then I'm sure, as to 
Andrew, it was she first gave him a serious turn for the 
Church, and got him to take a class at the Sunday 
School, and had him to dine at Ashworth, when he was 
preparing for the ministry, to meet some of the best 
Clergymen in the diocese. If Lord St. Maur is only 
like his mother, there never would be a better, or more 
Christian-like man at the head of a large fortune." 

" Aye ! like father or mother," chimed in Mr. Bigley. 
"Not a more staunch upright man living than Lord 
Drydale." 

*• But her Ladyship is an angel, not a woman," ex- 
claimed the greyheaded, prim, composed-looking Mr. 
Ferguson. 

" What I like in Lady Drydale most," observed the 
young man of the party, as he prepared his cigar for 
lighting, '' is, that she's always the same ; in her own 
drawing-ioom, surrounded by a crowd of company, just 
the same as if nobody were present, or as if she were in 
Ashworth Church, bo peaceful-looking, so genuinely 
pious, without any cant in whatever she says or does. I 
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often tlihik people ought to be better than others, irlio 
live under tach a woman. When I was a hay, growing' 
ftp, I was more afrsdd of her Ladyship hearing of my 
doing anything wild or bad, than I was of the Rector of 
the Parish, and he was no joke when a youngster went 
astray. Though she looked so young, and so handsome, yet 
she used to look so grave, when she heard of anybody's 
misdoings, whenever she met the delinquent, and yet bo 
kind and pitiful, sare to say something that was better 
than a sermon. If Lord St. Maur doesn't turn out a first- 
rate man, he*s not his mother s son." 

** He will turn out a good man," remarked Mr. Fer- 
guson, emphatically, ** for the children of the righteous 
are blessed." 

*^ May the heir of Ashworth, and his worthy parents, 
long reign over us !" cried Mr. Bigley, as he finished his 
brandy and water. 

Mr. Ferguson said *' Amen," and proposed a stroll, as 
his friend felt so much better, and as they settled not to 
go to Lord Drydale*s until after the hour his Lordship 
was supposed to dine, which was unanimously agreed 
must be about eight o'clock. 

Much refreshed, and in excellent spirits, the Ashworth 
Deputation set out on a short walk, fully alive to every- 
thing they saw, and full of pleasurable anticipations of 
how they would enjoy getting a peep, that very night, at 
Lord 8t. Maur, even if he were asleep ; Mr. Bigley mag- 
nanimously announcing, *' he would bribe his Lordship's 
nurse ;" Mr. Ferguson assuring him there was no occa- 
sion, for she was a Tenant's wife from Ashworth, that 
lived just near himself; while Sam Walker speculated 
on his Lordship's style of living in London, supposing 
•* the steam was well got up ;" and all three promised 
themselves a happy and pleasant time, on this joyful oc- 
oasion, visiting their noble Landlord. 
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CHAPTER X. 

O that tLe sam of human faappinesB 
Should be so trifling, and so frail withal, 
That when possess'd, it is but lessen'd grief ; 
And even then, there's scarce a sudden gust 
That blows across the dismal waste of life, 
But bears it from the view. 

KiKKE WhTTB. 

*• T feel so much better, Emily," cried Lady Drydale to 
X Mrs. Fosterton, as both sisters were seated in the 
former*s dressing-room, about three o'clock, ^* that I 
think I might have my little boy in for a while, I only 
saw him in his nurse's arms for a moment this morning." 
" You must keep very quiet, the Doctor says," re- 
turned her sister, who was seated at a small table near 
the couch on which Lady Drydale was reclining, ** for 
though you feel so cool and pleasant now, those feverish 
symptoms might return, they came on so suddenly last 
evening." 

" Oh ! yes," returned her Ladyship, *• but they have 
all subsided, and I must take a peep at St. Maur, and 
see is he looking his best, for those gentlemen from Ash- 
worth will be here by and by, and I am sure will insist 
on seeing him in private, though it is arranged the young 
gentleman is not publicly to receive them until I am able 
to bear him company." 
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" I fear, my lady," said Miss Herbert, who was seated 
at some distance from where Lady Drydale lay, giving a 
finishing touch to a portrait of Mrs. Fosterton's, that she 
had been recently engaged executing for Lady Drydale, 
who wished to have her charming sister's picture sketched 
in the becoming nigligi of a morning dishabiUe, with- 
out sitting formaJly for her picture to be taken, " I fear," 
she repeated, '*the coming of those gentlemen from 
Ashworth brought on your feverish symptoms last 
evening." 

*' Oh, not at all," cried her Ladyship, " it was all 
settled a week ago, and I am not to see them for a week 
to come ; so expecting them certainly had nothing to do 
with those unpleasant sensations I experienced last 
evening." 

Lady Drydale rang a small silver bell, on the table, 
near the couch, and« her own maid entering from an ante- 
room, she desired ** Nurse might bring in Lord St. Maur." 
In a few moments, the official of the nursery appeared 
wiU\ her precious charge. Mrs. Fosterton took him in 
her arms, 

*^He is 80 like you, Louisa," she exdumed; ^the 
s^me c^lm dcv<'1o|>cd brow ; and his eyes actually are 
bocinning to smile^ as yours do sometinies.'' 

L»<iy brx'dalo lauirhed. 

** Nothinj?^ KmiK, Hke the foroe of imagiimtion,'' she 
«»Aui a« hor e^'^«^ full of tenderness and love, gai«d on 
the tortures <i the r6a% handsome infant in her rastra-'s 
avm*». 

•^ Xow^ Miss Horben, do yon nxA percdve the like- 
n«W5 >" oried out th^ latter, tornii^ to that lady, who had 
^''^KEif- u lu'i 1mfT%li, fijtu ^^^ j||fpaiietitlT absorbed in the 
fK^runii »b9 waa 4iti«lilw^ t^ttiqijiMiied to. she looked 
iijv Un %^t^ Tg *"^f**C #My »»^ immeaning in 

quickly. 
>^9ieover herself. 
\ mttmAx a little con- 
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"Put it by, my good friend," said Lady Drydale, 
kindly. '* You have worked too closely to have it 
finished, while this restless sister of mine is a prisoner 
beside me. She must be made to keep quiet, when I am 
up and well, or Til become an invalid, to have her sit 
watching me,*' she added, smiling, ** when you can finish 
it at your leisure. But now come over, and look at this 
pretty living picture here, my sweet cherub boy,'' and the 
fond mother extended her arms towards the long-robed 
baby her sister was caressing. 

Mrs. Fosterton placed Lord St. Maur in his mother's 
anns. 

*' Now, Miss Herbert," she cried enthusiastically, 
** there is a picture for you to sketch. You cannot refuse 
me — ^you that hit off likenesses so admirably — ^you can 
strike off Lady Drydale and the young heir of Ashworth 
in a moment. Come, now," she added, coazingly, " my 
dear girl. Til take no excuse." 

Miss Herbert had turned away her face; she was 
stooped over a portfolio, that lay on a chair, near the table 
she had been emplo}*ed at; but a tear of bitter agony, 
stood bright and unshed, in eyes hardened by a fanatio 
faith to commit a great crime. 

** Do, pray Miss Herbert," asked the gentle persuasive 
voice of Lady Drydale, '* it will be such a pleasant sur- 
prise to my husband, when he comes in. You need not 
produce anything very fine, or finished, but in your own 
rapid style commit me and my boy to paper ; but don't 
caricature us, pray," she added, laughing, '' by making us 
appear handsome, and all that sort of thing; and tell her, 
Emily," she whispered in her sister's ear, " to be sure 
to include nurse in the sketch, standing there at the foot 
of the couch, with her fine, matronly face and figure, 
looking a world of love and admiration at her darling 
nursling, ' my own noble boy.' " 

Mrs. Fosterton was in ecstacies ; arranged the drapery 
of her sister's fiowing dressing gown most artistically, 
placed Lord St. Maur so that his tiny features would 
Bland out in relief from the rich Valencienne lace border 
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that shaded his infant beauty, drew Miss Herbert's table 
and portfolio nearer the couch, her sister and young heir 
looked so lovely that moment reclining on, glanced 
towards the nurse, who was all she could wish, and the 
sketch was taken by a hand that burnt and throbbed, bul 
the heart within was icy cold. 

No martyr, perhaps, that ever suffered at the stake, 
endured more refined torture, or endured it more mag<* 
nanimously, than the artist who drew that sketch, pro- 
ducing a rapid and striking likeness of the angelic looking 
parent, and her beloved infant, who smiled unconsciouSi 
for the first and last time, in a mother's face. 

" How like I" exclaimed both sisters, when submitted to 
their gaze; "but,** added Lady Drydale, "you have 
omitted nurse, Miss Herbert/* 

*' r saw only your Ladyship and Lord St. Maur," re- 
plied the wretched girl, in a voice sounding hoarse and 
unnatural. 

*' I am afraid we have taxed your good nature over 
much," said Lady Drydale, kindly, as she kissed and 
dismissed baby with his nurse. " You do not look well» 
and though tbis charming sketch I shall value, and I and 
sure so will my husband, more highly than the most 
finished gem of art, still I think it has worried you some 
way. A short walk, or a drive, Emily, would do her 
good." 

**I shall drive a little," returned Mrs. Fostertoa, 
" after I see you take your chicken broth, the doctcnr 
prescribed for you ; and can set you and Louise down," 
continued she, addressing Miss Herbert, " in Kensingtoa 
Gardens, for a walk ; I suppose she is with her coasins, 
in the school room.'* 

" Thank you," replied Miss Herbert, gratefully, not 
heeding her query. " I feel very well, but should enjoy 
a widk with Louise in the garden vastly. 

" Is she with my girls, in the school-room ?" enquired 
Lady Drydale. 

B9 hesitated a little, but replied, self- 
'h— 
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** No, tny Ltady ; Louise was refractory this morning, 
at her Btudies. I left her learning some tasks." 
; ^^ Oh 1 indeed,'' exclaimed Lady Drydale, miwilling to 
interfere between the gpovemess and her pupil, yet pained 
to think her little god-daughter, at her early age, should 
be left entirely alone. ^^ She has got them, of course, 
by thiB ; but you must release her, if not, for Louise is a 
timid child, and solitary confinement breaks the spirit." 

Still MisB Herbert did not more, and resumed her 
labourB by taking out Mrs. Fosterton*s just finished por- 
trait ; Bhe, however, gathered up her mind, as it were, to 
passing matters, and, standing up, brought the portrait 
over to the couch where Lady Drydale lay. 

** Oh ! Louise is not in solitary confinement," observed 
she, ** her attendant is within call, and I suppose the 
taskB, which were very short, are learned long since." 

^ ThiB was said in an easy, natural way, that set her 
kind aunt*s mind at rest. Had Lady Drydale known 
that a stout locked door was between Louise and her 
attendant, she would now have been more concerned about 
the dear child's liberation, than inspecting her mother's 
portrait, which was exquisitely designed, and finished 
with a degree of art that drew forth the admiration of 
both sisters. Lady Drydale, asking her maid, who was 
in the room, to hand her a casket that stood on the dress- 
ing table, opened it, and producing a chain and locket, 
containing her own and her sister's interwoven hair, with 
their united cypher, set in brilliants, in her Ladyship's 
kind, graceful way, presented it to Miss Herbert, for her 
acceptance. 

The governess did not place this Igage d^amitU where 
the kind, generous donor expected she would, suspended 
from her neck, but slowly replaced it in its casket, offer- 
ing at the same time, however, profuse and grateful 
thanks for so considerate and costly a gift. Nothing 
could be more appropriate than the expression of her gra- 
titude, but somehow it sounded hollow in the ear of Lady 
piydaJe, and her voice conveyed something of her feel- 
wg8> as she said 
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" I thought, Miss Herbert, you would like to wear my 
sister's hair and my own, a token of our friendly feelings 
towards you, and a grateful appreciation of your disin- 
terested labours, that have indeed afforded me the purest 
gratification." 

And Lady Drydale gazed admiringly at her sister's 
portrait, that she still held in her hand. 

Miss Herbert repeated, in yet warmer terms, her sense 
of such considerate kindness, but the chain and locket 
lay unappropriated, in the open casket. It would have 
been deemed '^ mortal sin" in one wearing the insignia of 
the Order of Marist, to place the gift, not to say the 
actual hair of a heretic, next the medallion of the Imma-> 
culate Virgin, — a sacrilege this devout believer in the 
" religion of Mary," would have shrunk with horror from 
committing ; at the very moment she contrived to pour, 
from a small phial, concealed in the folds of her ample 
sleeve, a few drops of a *' subtle essence," prepared by 
her confessor, into the chicken broth, now brought in by 
the attendant in waiting, for the use of her lady, the 
silver salver it was placed on being laid on the very table 
where Miss Herbert's portfolio lay, that lady officiously 
removing it, and her drawing materials, and desiring the 
servant to lay down the tray, while the unconscious 
victim, and her sister, still examined the latter's portrait ; 
and the attendant proceeded to remove the smaller tahle 
near the couch covered with books and papers, to make 
room for the table on which the silver tray rested ; while 
so engaged, the broth was adroitly drugged, to produce 
the same feverish restlessness of the night before ; and 
the skilful " Poisoner** calmly put up her sketching ma- 
terials, and placed her portfolio ready to carry away; 
while Lady Drydale sipped her broth, and declared it 
was '« excellent," and she was sure it would do her "a 
great deal of good, for she felt a little weak," and so 
finished it; and then the pupil of Monsignore Reynard 
hurried Mrs. Fosterton away, and her sister promised to 
lie down a little. '* She would not see her dear girls 
until the evening," and just us Mrs. Fosterton's carriage. 
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with that lady, and her daughter and governess, drove 
out of the square, feverish symptoms hegan to he exhi* 
hited in the tiuRhed cheek and parched lip of Lady Dry* 
dale, and her attendant, a skilful and experienced woman, 
administered the drops that had relieved her the night 
before, and made her undress and lie down, and quietly 
sent for the doctor. 

In the meantime, Miss Herbert and Louise walked in 
Kensington Gardens, and the former retired to a large 
and secluded walk, and knelt behind a shady and over- 
hanging tree, and counted the beads of her rosary, and 
her lips repeated, without intermission, the Litany of the 
Biessed Virgin, for a great number of times ; and Louise 
curiously and pereeveringly sought around for daisies, 
their modest heads just peeping above the green, cool 
turf. Miss Herbert at length rose from her devotions, 
and the daisies that had been gathered by Louise's in. 
dustry, had to be flung away, and she gave a lingering 
look of regret at them, when she had to walk off with 
her governess — a look such as older children give at the 
culled daisies of their riper years, when the hard realities 
of life sweep away its flowers — and with Jesuit casuistry 
her governess muttered to herself — " My hand shall 
never administer the last deadly drop,'* and waited impa- 
tiently for Mrs. Fosterton's return. 

She came at last, looking revived, and very beautiful, 
after her drive, with a look of calm happiness about her, 
that reminded Miss Herbert strongly of Lady Drydale ; 
but the sisters had lived latterly much together, and the 
excitable Mrs. Fosterton felt always more tranquillized, 
and more right-judging, when near her inestimable friend 
and sister. 

That day, Mr. Fosterton entertained a small select 
party, and, bright and happy-looking, his wife sat at the 
head of her recherchS table. Miss Herbert seldom dined 
with the family on those occasions, and this day her absence 
was not noticed. Mr. Lee, as Chaplain, pronounced a 
short grace, and before it was finished, the footman 
whispered something behind the chair of the lady of the 
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house, and with heightened colour, and visihle emoti<m, 
she announced '* her sister. Lady Drydale, was alarm- 
ingly ill," made a brief apology, and in her own rapid 
way retired, before some of the people present could com- 
prehend the cause. 

Mr. Fosterton had no idea of losing his dinner, an 
enjoyment he highly prized, and assuring his guests 
'* Mrs. Fosterton was needlessly alarmed,*' though he 
had no reason for such a supposition, proceeded to dis-. 
cuss the piquant feast before him. 

In the mean time, Miss Herbert met his wife in the 
hall, and enveloping her in an opera muffle and large 
square of black lace, she seemed to have been awaiting 
for her with, hurried Mrs. Fosterton across the Square, 
explaining, as they went, that a messenger had conae 
from Lord Dry dale's, to say the feverish symptoms had 
again appeared, and that the doctor had been sent for, 
suppressing, however, the latter part of Lord Drydale's 
message, '* that the doctor was not at all alarmed." She 
knew better herself, and suggested, something fatal might 
occur, as they entered the house. 

Half fainting with terror, Mrs. Fosterton almost gasped 
for breath, but she bounded up the staircase, followed 
closely by Miss Herbert. An attendant was coming out 
of her sister's sleeping-room as she approached the door» 
whom she at once questioned. Great was her joy, then, 
to find that " her Ladyship was much better, and that his 
Lordship was reading for her." 

Mrs. Fosterton paused for breath, and threw upwards 
a look of utter thankfulness, and almost noiselessly 
entered the room, still followed by Miss Herbert. 

The attached husband had been reading for his beloved 
wife, that soul-refreshing chapter, the 8th of Romans, 
which contems within itself an epitome of Gospel truth : 
nLlw^Jt' ^"^""^^ ^ ^^^'^ ^« they entered, and Lady 
^^pnLl S^' ^«^^^««ed. as if in devout contemplation, 
or mental prayer. He had just come to the concludini^ 
Xti;7d!pfr.^" Apostle' makes that touching a^l 
affecting dechiraUon so realised by eveiy true beUever, 
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" For I am persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor 
angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present 
or to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature 
shall be able to separate me from the love of God, which 
is in Christ Jesus our Lord/' 

'^Pray, my beloved,** said the gentle voice of Lady 
Drydale, as soon as her husband had finished reading, 
''that my earthly blessings may not prove a snare, and 
that, with Paul, I may be able to say, 'Nor any other 
creature shall be able to separate me from the love of 
Qod, which is in Christ Jesus.' " 

The Christian wife's and mother's heart at that mo- 
ment trembled, lest those she loved so devotedly might 
become idols. 

On bended knee, that believing noble offered up a 
short impressive prayer, that both might be '* kept stead- 
fast, immovable, abounding in the faith ; seeking those 
things which are above, where Christ sitteth at tlie right 
hand of God." 

A fervent Amen passed from the lips of Mrs. Fos- 
terton, who felt utterly subdued by the scene she had 
just witnessed : and the medallion figure of ** the imma- 
culate Virgin** was pressed against her companion's 
heart, to steel it for the fanatic crime that must be per- 
formed before sunset. 

Lady Drydale now assured her sister the feverish 
symptoms were subsiding fast; she only felt a little 
weak, and Lord Drydale wished his sister-in-law to 
return to her company ; but she would not ; '* she and 
Miss Herbert would sit quietly ;" and then asked, '* Had 
the doctor ordered anything more ? " 

'* No ; the same drops were to be taken every quarter 
of an hour while the uneasy symptoms lasted," and Lord 
Drydale, pointing to the time-teller on the mantel-piece, 
remarked, '^the time was nearly out." His Lordship 
then hung over his dear wife, and whispered her some- 
thing, and with his lips ascertained nearlv all feverish 
symptoms had left her cheek, and turned towards the 
window, and looked out, and wondered to himself, " What 
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kept, until so late in the day, the gentlemen firom Ash- 
worth ? " Miss Herbert stood near the foot of the bed ; 
Mrs. FostcTton took Lord Drydale's place. Her sister 
Msnred her "she felt much better, but that just after she 
left her in the morning, she grew restless and feverish ; 
the attendant gave her the drops, and sent for the doctor, 
who arrived at the same time with Henry, who never 
left her since. She now felt well enough, she thought, 
to see her dear girls." 

Miss Herbert looked at the timepiece, and Mrs. Fos- 
terton, who thought she read her glance, stood up foar 
the small phial, containing the drops ordered by the 
doctor, on a table that stood near. Miss Herbert po- 
litely anticipated her, and handed her the phial and the 
wine-glass, placed there with the medicine. 

*' They are to be taken in water," said Mrs. Fosterton, 
reading the label on the phial; and she stood up, and 
poured from the croft of water that stood on the same 
table, a few spoonfuls into the wine-glass, and then 
dropped the six drops that were to be taken into the 
water, and handed the phial back to Miss Herbert. 

Did the pupil of Monsignore Reynard lay back the 
same phial on the table ? if not, she did one precisely 
Biniilnr, for it was one of those Lady Drydale Imd taken 
the doctor's drops out of, the night before. 

** I thinks* * said her Ladyship, ^' I feel now so easy, I 
neod uol take those drops," 

The film of death almost passed over eyes that wcze 
ftxtnl on her sweet gentle face at that mooMait. 

^^ Novr« Heurr^ do you hear this y* appealed Mis. 
Fvv^tt'iKux to Lord Drydale, who still was standing at 

lU htud ik4 heaid her distinctly, nor did Ike know 
♦xtM.Hl^ Ychnkl $lie ueanU bat as he was im the mdk a£ 
IwTM^ iwittili, Hiis wiitr m^L kalf sxidliadT — 

' . m^ ^ ^mimm ^hm trom hsi s&»ter, aod dn^ik ot 

m msi^ fast lays d^xK c^ii^ ^». 
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ment into the apartmmit. The '* Poisoner" did not feel 
as the repentant Peter did, when *' the cock crew/* but 
she felt the abhorrent guilt of murder within her soul. 
Still the Jesuit triumphed over all, for in stooping to 
pick up Mrs. Fosterton's opera cloak, that had dropped 
from her shoulders, Miss Herbert upset the wine glass, 
and with her foot broke it in pieces ; but the phial re« 
mained standing on the table. The fragments of the 
glass she carefully picked up, but they were not placed 
on the table, and she trusted her voice to say something 
about '*' Mrs. Fosterton returning, her Ladyship being 
somuch^ better.'' 

Before Mrs. Fosterton could reply, her sister said 
fiuntly, " I feel very ill, open the window." 

^' Open the window, Henry," screamed Mrs. Foster- 
ton, as she saw Lady Drydale*s color change to an al- 
most ashy hue. 

Miss Herbert had thrown up the sash of the second 
window in th^ room ; the one Lord Drydale stood at he 
promptly raised, and rushed towards his wife's bed. 

*' Louisa, my darling wife, what is the matter ?" he 
cried, as he raised her head, and flung back the curtain, 
to give her air. 

"Shall I send for Doctor Crowley?" gasped Miss 
Herbert ; and without waiting for a reply, she rushed out 
of the room. But she met an attendant outside, and had 
sufficient presence of mind to tell her to do so, and with 
a desperate effort came back to the foot of the bed. 

Mrs. Fosterton was calling on her sister wildly " to 
speak to her." 

Lord Drydale was rubbing his wife's brow, and about 
her mouth, with some aromatic vinegar, a servant had 
put into bis hand. 

His four girls now rushed into the room, with Mrs. 
Ashley, and Mrs. Felton. Her children had been wait- 
iug in an adjoining room to be admitted to see their be- 
loved parent. She now seemed to breathe with great 
difficulty, but rallied a little and opened her eyes wide, 
as if to take in with that look, ^ ^^® beloved objects 

X 
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grouped around. Once or twice she essayed to speak, 
but no articulate sound came. 

" My wife ! my beloved wife !" cried the agonised 
husband. 

"Jesus!" was the faint, but distinct response; and 
her gentle spirit passed into His hands, throughout s^s 
of eternity. 

The loTing parent heard not her children's cry of 
sorrow, or the bereaved husband's groan of anguish, or 
the fondly attached sister's hysteric shriek. 

A.11 was over when the doctor arrived. He looked at 
the dead, and he looked at the phial, and tasted it, and 
muttered something of " sinking rapidly," and tried to 
force Lord Drydale out of the room. 

Mrs. Fosterton was carried out in violent hysterics, 
escorted by her Jesuit governess. 

The four orphan girls still clung sobbing, as if their 
hearts would break, to their lifeless mother ; and their 
governesses, horror stricken, and aghast, at such an 
overwhelming loss, were unable to remove them. 

A cab drove up to the door ; in it were three gentle* 
men ; outside was their luggage. 

" Here we are,'* cried the younger man of the party, 
as the cabman drew up before a noble looking man- 
sion. 

" This is the house, I am sure, for the blinds are all 
down, as they see no company, on account of her Lady- 
ship, I suppose," remarked Mr. Bigley. 

"^<^«pt two windows above, that are thrown up," 
said Mr. Ferguson, who was an accurate observer. 

1 he cabman opened the door, and the three gentlemen 
Sin?" i! f^ ^^ P^""^*" ^*°^e to t^« liaU door, and told 
ctuM%.\to%et^^^^^^ ^^ ^-^' "^-^ ^'^dale 

br^wer^ htl^^t ""' ^J ^ ^^"«^'" "^^ ^^ Ashworth 

' But 'tis^oJ^^^^^^ ®^^^ terminus. "^^ 

^ •"^ea Mr, Bigley, m a pompous tone, who 
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had thought of nothmg else but Lord St. Maur, since an 
heir was first announced to the house of Ashworth. 

'^ Better send in our names/' suggested Mr. Ferguson, 
in an under tone. 

The porter stood within the half opened door. 

^ No occasion for that yet/' cried Sam Walker, step- 
ping briskly forward into the hall. 

His companions followed. The man looked stunned, 
and frightened. 

*' We are come over from Lord Drydale's estate in 
Ireland,*' said Mr. Ferguson to the porter, who ac- 
counted for the man's manner as merely English sto- 
lidity, *' come over to present an address to Lady Ory- 
dale, and the heir of Ashworth." He would have added, 
''he hoped they, and his Lordship, were quite well," but 
the stolid Englishman burst into tears, as he sobbed out, 
**Lady Orydale is dead! Died within the last five 
minutes." 

A cry of horror escaped the Ashworth Deputation. 

A footman now came into the hall, and Uie dreadful 
news was confirmed. 

The Ashworth brewer blubbered like a child. 

Mr. Ferguson, faint and sorrow stricken, sat down, 
and covered his face with his hands. 

Sam Walker questioned the porter, and footman, by 
turns, and a housemaid, that now joined the group. 

''Their I^ady got ill the night before, and had the 
doctor with her, and Mrs. Fosterton ; was better that 
morning. But ill again, about four o'clock, the doctor 
saw her, not long after her sister left her, got a little 
better, when word was sent across the square to Mrs. 
Fosterton, and the poor lady rushed over, quite dis- 
tracted, and was just in time to see her Ladyship die. 
His Lordship was with her to the last ; and neither he 
nor the young ladies could be forced out of the room ; 
and no wonder, for great was their loss indeed." 

" A public calamity ! " cried the young attorney, his 
eyes filling with tears ; " what a sad story we have to take 
back to Ashworth ! Not a house on her estate but will 
I 2 
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moam for her, as for their best friend, aye ! I may say, 
as men mourn for their mother." 

*^ She was a mother to the oldest of ns, in the best 
sense of the word," exclaimed the greyheaded Mr. 
Ferguson, in a voice broken by emotion. 

*' Oh ! how her infant heir will miss his sainted 
mother ! " cried Mr. Bigley. 

^And the poor dear young ladies," chimed in the 
English housemaid, weeping bitterly, '* they loved their 
own fond, kind mamma, so dearly." 

" Everybody loved her, high and low," was the stolid- 
looking porter's remark, as with a heavy sigh he closed 
the hall door. 

" May the Lord God comfort her afflicted husband, 
and family," prayed Mr. Ferguson, fervently, as he stood 
up, '' and give those that are left," he added, devoutly, 
'' tenants as well as landlord, grace to follow her blessed 
example." 

He moved towards the hall door, the footman, in a low 
voice, told him the apartments his poor dear lady ordered 
for the deputation from Ashworth, were all ready, and 
he himself, as he knew London so well, was to wait on 
them while they were in town. 

"How like her!" exclaimed the prim, composed- 
looking Mr. Ferguson, bursting into tears. 

" Why, man, our hearts would break to stay here," 
cried the Ashworth brewer, violently bursting open for 
himself the hall door. 

''Ohl it would never do," exclaimed Sam Walker, 
as he followed his companions into the street, " it was a 
dreadful blow, and we promised ourselves so much 
pleasure 1 " 

•* But, 'tis nothing 'till we go back to Ashworth with 
her remains I " cried Mr. Ferguson, in a choking voice, 
as he got into the cab, and looked up at the open windows, 
with a shudder. 

"She's lying there dead, and insensible to us all," 
sobbed Mr. Bigley, interpreting his glance. 

"Drive to the next hotel," cried Sam Walker to the 




OB, A DEVELOPED AQE. 117 

cabman, with a very different air from that with which 
he ordered brandy and cigars, in the coffee room, at 
£uston Square. 

And grieved to the heart, and utterly dispirited, the 
deputation from Ashworth were driven from their noble 
landlord's door. 



118 TcnomEm AMD TwoTAGMjnmai 



CHAPTER XI. 

L«t tiAtore weep ; leftva her alone ; the fresher of her sorrow mast 

mo off, 
And sooner will the lake be clear, reliered of tnrhid Hoodings. 

TVPPVB. 



We see bnt dhnly through the mists and ▼apoors, amidst 

eartblj damps ; 
What seem to ns but dim fanereal tapers, may be Heayen's distant 

lamps. 

LoHorEU.ow. 

'* '\TO\J must ffet Mrs. Fosterton out of London," 
X counselled Sir Anthony Reynard her husband, 
the first evening he met him after Lady Drydale's death, 
at his club, •* this funeral would be entirely too much foe 
her ; nothing but change will do her good," observed tlia 
Baronet, in an emphatic tone. 

" She is utterly prostrate," replied Mr. Fosterton ; " at 
first her grief was violent beyond anything ; at times, i 
feared she would have lost her reason ; but for Louise's 
governess, that you got us, I never could have managed 
her, but she never left her, and has immense influence 
over her, and verjr wisely, I think, called in Mrs. Foster- 
ton s late physician, that her poor sister persuaded her 
to dismiss for Crowley, who, I think, really, botched 
her own case, for he ought to have called in more advice, 
when he saw she was sinking so rapidly." 
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" I wonder he did not," returned Sir Anthony, " but 
Crowley is a narrow-minded man, as well as a very timid 
man, and lately, in some similar cases to Lady Drydale's, 
he has been very unlucky; so he was nervous about 
other medical men seeing her, I suppose, though, I 
understand, he admitted to Lord Drydaie, he was quite 
unprepared for her Ladyship being carried off so quickly." 
'* Why ! yes ; he didn't expect it ; but Mrs. Fosterton 
now thinks she saw a great change in her sister, the 
very moment she entered the room ; and Miss Herbert, 
who, I believe, saw a great many people die, declares 
* death was in her face for days before.' * 

*^ Very likely," observed the Baronet, ** those first-rate 
London doctors, I often think, haven't time to look at 
their patients; a clever, skilful friend, observes an 
invalid far more ; and I think you should get your wife 
off before the funeral; it takes place, doesn't it, the day 
after to-morrow ? " 

'* Yes," replied Mr. Fosterton, *' and I am in horror at 
the idea of being cooped up with Drydaie on such an 
occasion ; I saw him only once since, and then against 
his will, I believe ; but Mrs. Fosterton would have me 
see him, but he was quite unable to speak, and I remained 
only a minute." 

Sir Anthony thought his fnend Fosterton was not 
exactly the style of man best calculated to comfort the 
bereaved widower, but he kept this to himself, while he 
said, carelessly— '' To be sure, you could do him no 
good ; and your poor afflicted wife must be now attended 
to, Fosterton ; take her out of London at once, by all 
means ; the doctor will agree with me, I am certain, that 
staying where she is, at such a time, is enough to kill 
her." 

^^ I should be delighted to get away," replied his friend, 
'* if I thought Drydaie would not think it strange my 
not going over with him at such a time, and Mrs, Fos. 
terton wishes it, besides; but 'twill be a horrid bore, 
beastly altogether, for, I suppose, the Town of Ashworth 
will be bung with black crape." 
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*^ Oh ! I suppose there will be a grand display of grief, 
and of Orange scarfs," returned the Jesuit Baronet, with 
a laugh ; '* but some of his Lordship's pet tenants are, I 
understand, in town, going about, like mutes, with that 
old bigot. Sir Charles Stamer. ' Birds of a feather,' you 
know, * will flock together ;' and these fellows are jiist 
the men to wipe Drydale's eyes ; it will add to their con- 
sequence, being comforters to the great man, and he'll be 
expected to do saint on the occasion, and bear his ' heayy 
affliction like a Christian,' and so forth ; and so you would 
find yourself quite de trop ; and, besides, it would be too 
much to expect you to leave Mrs. Fosterton, who reaHy 
requires to be moved at once ; for the poor lady that is 
gone had the most wonderful power over her sister, and 
I am sure, if she lived, would have weaned her sister's 
affections from everybody else but herself." 

The Jesuit had struck the right chord in a jealous 
mind, and gained his point. 

The next question to be discussed, "Where was he 
to take his wife, with most benefit, in her present de* 
pressed state ?" 

" Unquestionably, Rome is your ground," exclaimed 
Sir Anthony ; '* the physicians have now decided, in cases 
of mental shock, or excessive grief, objects of beauty in 
architecture, sculpture, and painting, are best calculated 
to recover the tone of the nervous system, and where witt 
you find these in such perfection as at Rome ? Then, it 
is expected to be very crowded after Easter, and you can 
very pleasantly get through a month or two, and then 
make a detour homewards, by Manheim, or Baden- 
Baden, where something amusing is always going on." ' 

Mr. Fosterton laughed ; he perfectly understood '^ the 
something amusing" his friend so slyly suggested, and the 
next morning the packing up commenced in the house- 
hold; and the evening before Lady Drydale's remains 
were to leave I^ondon, Mr. Fosterton, his wife, Louise, 
and her governess, started for Dovor, en route to th6 
Eternal City; the chaplain, boys, and such domestics 
as were to accompany them, to join them in Paris. And 
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Sir Anthony Reynard, over his wine, the eame evening, 
chuckled, as he detailed .to his brother, Monsignore Rey- 
nard, that he had seen ^^ the Fostertons off." 

And his grave brother indulged in a Jesuit smile, as 
both brothers agreed** such a slight to- the memory of 
his wife must ensure the desired eflfbct, an irreparable 
coolness between Lord Drydale and his brother-in-law, 
BOt capable of explanation/' 

• The Monsignore, in his figurative language, signifi* 
eantly adding-— 

*' This flight from London, and an open grave in the 
yault at Ashworth, closes, for ever, the door of friendly 
intercourse between the families." 

** Our neighbours at Fosterton," remarked Sir An- 
thony, drily, '' and their goose of a Chaplain, must now, 
as a matter of course, be received into the true Church ; 
the Protestant tenantry^ at Fosterton is a mere question 
of time." 

** There shall be a mission and a novma for thek spe- 
cial benefit," replied the Jesuit. 

** That must succeed," replied his brother. 

And these worthies separated. 

About the same hour, the same evening, the tall, 
stooped figure of Mr. Ferguson entered Lord Drydale's 
study ; he appeared more stooped than usual, for the 
good man's mind was sadly depressed. 

^* I wished to see you, my good friend," said his Lord- 
diip, slowly raising himself in the arm chair he lay back in, 
to shake hands with his Ashworth tenant, '' because'* — ^and 
here his voice faltered a little—'' I know you and yours 
sympathise in my great sorrow ; and," he added, evidently 
with a strong effort suppressing his emotion, '* beci^use 
you and the kind men that are with you expressed a wish 
to Sir Charles Stamer, to see, before the coffin is closed, 
all that remains of my angel wife." 

** We thank you, my Lord, from our hearts," cried 
Mr. Ferguson, scarcely able to speak ; ** it will, indeed, 
be a sad but great gratification to us, and to our wives 
and children, when we go back to Ashworth, to tell them 
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we saw the last of the noble and pious lady who lived 
amongst us, and made us better men, and better women^ 
by her Christian example." 

Lord Drydale's face was shaded by his hand, but tears 
wetted the table on which his elbow rested ; he looked 
broken, and his old neighbour thought, many years oldet> 
than when he feasted, the Christmas before, his tenantry, 
in the great hall at Ashworth. Who was beside him on 
that occasion rose up vividly now before Mr. Ferguson's 
memory, and, with a long-drawn sigh, he remained 
silent. 

** I am still rebellious," at length said Lord Drydale, 
in a low, subdued voice ; *' for she was more to me thaa 
life itself, and it is hard to say ' Thy will be done ;' but 
tell my people I am not left comfortless*' — and he laid 
his hand on an open Bible, that lay on the table beside 
him — ''and that she sleeps in Jesus," he added mors 
firmly; '*'m life she served her Saviour, and in deatiiy 
* Jesus' was the last sound of her parting breath." 

" She is with Him, where He is, my Lord," replied 
Mr. Ferguson, '' in that glory eye hath not seen, nor ear 
heard." 

'* But which God hath prepared for them that love 
Him," added his noble landlord. '' Still I am so weak : 
the magnitude of my loss seems, at times, too great to be 
consoled ,|even by God's precious promises;" and he wrung 
his hands in bitter anguish. 

*' You must live for your children, my Lord," cried his 
attached tenant, much moved. 

'* Poor things," exclaimed the bereaved husband, 
*• their loss is indeed great ; but the Word of God 
is my best comforter, it will teach me to be still, and 
know * that He is the Lord,' who will have me perform 
my duties, here below, single-handed." 

After a pause, he said— - 

'* You will be greatly shocked, my friend ; for she is 
greatly changed ; but death is swallowed up in life," he 
added, faintly, as he stretched out his hand to wish Mr. 
Ferguson " good bye," 
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And after a silent pressure, his tenant, sad at heart, 
left the room. 

Mrs. Felton was waiting for him in the breakfast 
fiarlour, with the other two gentlemen of the Ashworth 
Deputation ; silently she preceded them to the chamber 
pf death. The London undertaker had hung it to 
produce the gloomiest and most lugubrious effect, draped 
in black doth ; and on the catafalque in its centre, lay, in 
her open coiBn, pale and rigid, the beautiful and the good, 
who had neyer met them before, but with her own gentle, 
peculiar smile of recognition. The expression, the uni* 
Tersal conqueror had stamped on her once happy look- 
ing brow, was, anxiety and sorrow. 

There were three stout manly hearts in that room, 
tliat would have imperilled life and property, to serve that 
noble lady while she lived ; those hearts were now as 
weak as the new-bom infant, gazing on her clay cold 
remains. Involuntarily that sorrowful party knelt at either 
side of the unconscious dead. Who bent the knee first, 
it would have been hard to tell, perhaps it was her 
fidthful Mrs. Felton, for her soul was bowed in grief, but 
there the four mourners knelt, and the grey headed Mr. 
Ferguson prayed aloud, and his companions silently 
joined in his prayer, '' that their last end might be like 
hers, ' living for Christ, and dying in Christ.' " And they 
rose up, and felt, *' the memory of the just was sweet.'' 

At the foot of Lady Dirdale's coffin, stood the 
Ashworth Nurse, with Lord St. Maur in her arms ; she 
had entered while they prayed. 

Was it thus, they were to present the address of a 
rejoicing tenantry, and a grateful people, to mother and 
son ? Men's hearts are not made of stone ; " they lifted up 
tiieir Yoices and wept." 

It was an unmanning sight ; and the Ashworth Nurse, 
and Mrs. Felton, cried bitterly, as in wordless sorrow, 
they looked on, while each of the deputation took the 
heir of Ashworth in their arms, and with their manly eyes, 
dim with tears, gazed on the mortal remains of his 
sainted mother, and blessed her son, and prayed, ** he 
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might be spared to live as she did, a blessing to her 
faimly, her tenantry, and all that came within her reach, 
walking humbly with her God." 

The orphaned one is again in his nurse's arms ; even 
the Ashworth brewer, at that moment, thought only of 
taking a last look at the noble, but much loved lady, who 
lay there, still and cold, as he read the simple inscription 
on the richly mounted lid, that lay beside her coffin— 

" Louisa, Countess of Drydale, aged 33." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Yet there be tliousands among meiii who heed not the leaning of 

their talents, 
But catling against the ^ain, toil on to no good end. 
Analyze the doubtful, cultivate the good, and crush the head of evil ; 
So that thou catch, with quick hand, the golden ball of opportunit j. 

IN one of those deep basins, or hollows, scooped, as 
it were, out of the side of the lofty LugnaquiUe, 
forming small, but romantic glens, between that giant 
hill of the County Wicklow, and the group of smaller, 
but not less picturesque mountains, ranged around, like 
the Minster spires and cloistered turrets, circling the 
dome of some vast cathedral of nature, seated on a 
tragment of broken granite, was a man, deeply and 
abstractedly engaged, reading a book, apparently of most 
absorbing interest. The volume lay on a rude but 
fragrant reading-desk of purple heather in its young 
bloom, that grew here and there in the interstices of the 
rock, his figure half reclined on. 

The sun was just gone down behind the lofty summit 
of Slieve Gadoe, but his parting splendour illumined the 
rocky heights around, and his slanting rays penetrated 
the gloom of the precipitous ravines, that separated the 
g^up of attendant hills, rising in wild and abrupt 
grandeur around the lofty LugnaquiUe, capped with a 
Druid cromlech for a mural crown, its imperial majesty 
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And the patriot Priest repeated the first stanzas of a 
poem, of the true national stamp, he had sent hy his 
messenger to " The Nation*' newspaper for puhlication, a 
week before. 

** Well," he thought, " they know my handwriting 
well enough, not to make mistakes printing it ;" and with 
this consolatory reflection, he threw his eyes again in the 
direction of the pathway that skirted the side of the lake 
at his feet. 

No appearance of any living thing hove in sights 
except some large bird of. the Heron species, that dis- 
mally flapped his wings as he flew to his mountain home, 
over the soHtary watcher's head, who repeated, in the 
Irish language, musingly and sadly, a passage he had 
been just reading in the Irish Bible beside him — 

" The birds of the air have nests ; but the Son of 
Man hath not where to lay his head.'' 

His thoughts seemed to be led into some channel that 
excited feelings of indignation within him. 

" And yet," mused the young Priest, " Christ's vicar 
on earth must needs be a sovereign, and wring the last 
drop of liberty out of the hearts of his subjects, as well as 
the worst tyrant king in Europe — ^nay !" he cried almost 
aloud, " he does worse, for he hands the sons of the free he 
rules over, to the despots of the earth, to be trampled under 
foot by brute force. Italy ! a good time is coming! sad 
I wish you joy of it; they'd slaughter your patriots in 
this country, if they could ; but I foiled some of their 
manoeuvres; and Ireland's day will come, too, when 
something more like truth than priestcraft, shall give 
freedom to her slave-trodden people." 

A very small boy, dressed plainly, but comfortably, 
stealthily crept along the path, and with a sharp quick 
cry of delight, at surprising die Priest, bounded to his 
side. 

Father Tom's dark eyes were fixed on the stiU water 
before him; it was like his late deeply regretted Parish 
Pnests bnght coal fire, a haven of rest for their fitful 
glances. 
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'* You surprised me, sure enough, Paudheen,'' he cried, 
"though I was watching for you close enough; but 
were you in time, my boy?" he added, anxiously; 
*' but I guessed you were, when you didn't come back 
sooner." 

•' I just nicked it," returned the child, who in reality 
was much older than he looked ; '* your Raverence never 
saw such a run as I made after I got into Dublin ; and 
after all I was within an aim's ace of missing him ; tlie 
train was just off when I boulted up the steps, and 
slipped by in the crowd ; the man that was taking the 
tickets, if he stopped me, I'd have tould him I wanted 
the guard, Andrew Murphy ; but he didn't, and I stood 
at one side, and saw Uncle Andy up from me, shutting 
the doors of the carriages on the quality; and then I 
knew I was all right, and I tipped him the sign your 
Haverence tould me, and he popped me in where the 
luggage was, and locked me up, and there I lay as snug 
as a trout, with a fine carpet bag for a pillow, and never 
stirred until we comes to Dntghedy ; and then, I scratched 
away ut the door, and I needn't, for Uncle Andy let me 
out, and I up and I tells him I had a dhrame, that a block 
of stone, as big as the Station House, was on the rail, on 
th*other side of the station, where you first see the salt 
say, ' off Warren Point/ And he up and says to me, * My 
bright boy, you had no dhrame at all ; but 'tis Father 
Tom sent you, I knew well when you gave me that sign, 
'twas on some errand of his you were bound; but be 
quiet among the luggage, and FU get out on the engine 
myself, when we come near the place.' " 

"But how did you know," asked the Priest, "that 
this gentleman went by that train at all ?" 

" Didn't Mrs. Cassidy, the milk woman, your Raver- 
ence, tell me the night before, he was going the next day 
to Belfast, to make a great oration with the parsons — a 
turn-coat as he was? and didu t I come in myself with 
him that morning in the same train, on the Kingstown line ? 
I watched him well, until I seen him coining out of the 
clargyman's house, and he never known me in the good 
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clatbes ; and what made me near missing him was, tl»t 
he, ar.d the clargy who were with him, took a cu* m 
Dublin, to the Drogheda Station, and I took to my tegs, 
your Raverence;" and the diminutive creature laoghed, 
well satisfied with the result of his own exertions. 

*• But you needn't have gone on," said the FnCTt, 
*• when you saw Andy. I thought he never went of a 
Monday." 

*• No more he didn't ; but the days are changed, your 
Raverence," returned the urchin, " and I hadn't time to 
tall him at the station in Dublin, for the train, you know, 
your Raverence, was just off." 

" And you wished for a lark, Paudheen, eh ! is not 
that it?" , ^ , 

•• Oh, I liked the journey well," cried the boy, though 
when I peeped out through a hole, and saw the salt say, 
I was fHghtened enough, for fear Uncle Andy wouldn't 
see the stones, and that Td be kilt, locked up without a 
chance for my life ; but I felt the train going mortal 
slow after we passed the station house, and I could hear 
my heart beating like a bird's ; but, your Raverence, the 
engine came to a full stop, and then everybody got out^ 
barring myself; and some said they were kilt, and some 
said they were near it, and there I lay like a fox in a 
hole, while everybody else was kicking up such a hulliloo, 
and it took every man, big and little, in the train, barring 
myself, to carry away the big blocks of stones off the 
line 5 regular whoppers they were, your RavereuGe, but I 
couldn't show my nose to help them." 

^^ You cockroach,*' cried Father Tom, unable to sup- 
press a smile; ^^sure, you*re not the fiftieth part of a 
man/* 

**May be, Fm not/* cried the urchin, with a pto- 
YokingW pert air ; ^' but I did mans work, your lUver- 
ence« to day, anrhow^ to be in time to cmtch the day 
llgbt* that your Kaverence might have a r<i«d at * The 
Kation f ** and Ibe boy produced &om a pocket. aitliiUT 
c^MC«iJed m the iMMrh of his ravb coat, nearix betwM 
«te AftuMeis^ Father Tom s 6ivtHirite new^pa^. 



OB, A DETELOPBD AGE. 131 

" Why didn't you tell me you had that before ?** cried 
the young Ireland Priest, snatching it out of his hand. 

** Because," said the boy, knowingly, •* if I did, your 
Baverence wou]dn*t listen to half my story : and it waa 
well you got it now at self, for I forgot it in the bundle 
with my raggetty dress, and hid it under the big stone 
in the cave, at the back of the hill there, and had to go 
back for it ; that was what kept me so late, your Raver- 
ence, and I'm half kilt from running,'' he added, with a 
long drawn sigh, as he stretched his tiny figure at full 
length on the heath-covered rock beside the Priest. 

That gentleman, in the mean time, devouring *Uhe 
Poet's comer" of '* The Nation,** and running his eyes, 
in all the eager pride of authorship, over his own effusion. 

** Who dare be free, must stand alone.'* 

His companion, though lying apparently much ex- 
hausted in his recumbent posture, bent his keen, ob- 
servant gaze on the excited countenance of the young 
Priest ; at length he cried — 

" Oh, then, "tis you, Father Tom, would like to hear 
that black looking foreigner haranguing the people from 
the platform, in Belfast ; it would stir, your Raverence, 
the cockles of your heart to hear him. I never heard 
anything like him, from the altar even. 'Tis he tould 
them what sort of chaps the ould Romans were, and 
what sort of chaps the young Romans u'd be, when they 
got their liberty." 

*' How came you to hear him ?" cried the Priest, his 
attention at length withdrawn from the newspaper, by 
Paudheen's recital of Luigi di Cortona's speech at the 
great meeting in Belfast, to promote civil and religious 
liberty in Romagna and Legations. 

Paudheen was somewhat taken aback by the question. 

" I thought it no harm, your Raverence," he at length 
said, in a meek voice. *' Sure, your Raverence let me 
hear Pauestant young Irelanders before now, when they'd 
be spouting about liberty, and all that sort of thing ; and 
when I was there, and took such a long journey on his 
accounty I thought, your Raverence, I might as well take 
X 2 



A^7 'tH^rio:'^ 'Vie^ aim* and hxmqhoAra jksbbt R*taeDee 
^*» r.^ IM^ e/> M^ahoQft faescsu aoii ^Tes^ and tloi sovt 

'* A;-?, f»i4kepai^^ f^tmtmd de Frkat, driFr, ••and 

fti f*»e Mifhe lUne^ iwirAsse j<xsr amn haucj far ▼ariety 
ft*94 tfM^ty klrtd U VMf^iati thai wiQ hmg yoa, mark 
ffff HfffffUf my good boj^ into faaim, some tune or 

** Hid u k%f id \if joar BaTerence," cried Paudheen, 
ftptUti(Utff to \m feet* ^ Didn't I stand forenent him last 
Mhitflnyf ftfid didn't be know me in the middle of his 
<»|»*'ftfjh I and ain't I in the * Hue and Cry?* and here I 
Hffi ( iiffd who dare (except your BaTerence) say boo to 
my ^o(m« J" 

•• l'ttil(lh()on, you'll dance upon nothing yet, I am 
KlVnld/' oi'i^'d Father Tom, unable to repress a smile; 
** iiut I ihdUKlit you told me he didn't know you in the 
\f\M\ olotboM." 

" Nu inoro ho did,** returned the pert looking boy, 
*' but Imdu't I my raggotty ones with me, afeard Uncle 
Atuly Wiutkit/t be guard that day, and that I haye to 
\>Mru bim u^VKolf wlieu tlie train stopped in Droghedy. 
WVUi yuur lUvvi^uct\ I thought it would be a fine joke 
U^ l^ut bbii out in his »|)«ech« before all the quality ; and 
b^'lVm^ I gt'ttt out in IKUUsI I dresses myself up in the 
iH\»iHvll^> cl\'lb«(^ aud makt^s a bundle of my good ones, 
i^uvl li^N ^» tbi^m tv^ TucW Audy to keep, and away I west, 
a^^vl »tvHH( v^l b«»K>r^ liim when he was ^iKHitimr oat on 
lUv' ^4<\^t\^^^ i ami >fthiHi I cMtched his «*Te« I grins in hb 
tv^vH X ^uvi U^ KNvkv4 «$ if he 5»w cid Xick* be«gtn^ p 
Ux^v^^vt^vV |HMv^gitK «ad I duvks nr hettd^wi * 
vv^VvN mv\ ^(kI IVh» Ai»i^ ^t$ BM in tke nesi 
aun( t^^ |y.sA;a WMT «MK>K a c^wa^i w;a» odl^ned ibr bk^ <fa^ 

'^ \^^U 1^ HMv v^ rwik:<«fc. ^v- Yv«r L*T« a£ a&s- 
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gave me, a poor Luprechaun^ I may say, the real laming ; 
Td Buffer to be drawn by wild horses, sooner than Td 
turn informer on your Raverence." 
. *' That I know, Paudheen,'' replied the warm-hearted 
Priest, kindly,'* but you must be more cautious in the 
future, or you'll bring yourself into trouble, and then you 
know, Paudheen, that will be a trouble to me." 

" Well, Father Tom/* returned the boy, " Til content 
myself, and keep from roving, and won't ask to stir from 
this parish, and attend your Raverence celebrating the 
mass, quiet and steady as any boy ever served mass 
before, and then I can*t bring your Raverence into 
trouble." 

"Except somebody gives you up for the reward, 
Paudheen," said the Priest, in a half serious tone. 

*' No fear of that, your Raverence," cried the young 
Bchemer ; '* Uncle Andy won't tell on me ; and, moreover, 
he knows 'twas you sent me ; and besides that, they made 
a subscription for himself, for seeing the big stones on 
the rail, and I'll be bound he'll get some of the reward 
beside ; and 'tis me, and not him, ought to g^t what was 
going," and the urchin drew from bis secret pocket a 
soiled and torn placard ; the Priest reached out his hand 
ibr it, and read aloud — 

"Reward of One Hundred Pounds. Whereas, on 
Monday, the 17th inst., three large blocks of stone were 
laid on the rails of the Belfast Railway, near the N 
Station, at a place called Coolick ; we offer the above 
sum for the apprehension, or information that will lead to 
the apprehension, of party, or parties, guilty of the above 
malicious act. Huffh Craven, Secretary to the Belfast 
Railway Company. 

" Well, you're not mentioned in this at all !" cried 
Father Tom, after he had finished reading. 

" If I'm not, Fm mentioned in this," exclaimed Paud- 
heen, triumphantly producing from his secret repository 
a well-thumbed piece of torn newspaper. 
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The Priest eagerly snatched it from his hand, and 
turning the paper from one side to the other, cried out — 

** The ' Tory MaU !' You'll get a squeeze I'm thinking, 
Paudheen, unless you keep close to your nest;" and 
glancing his eye oyer the fragment, read, in a low voice, 
the following paragraph, underneath, apparently, a de- 
tailed account of the intended accident his messenger 
had so effectually prevented : — 

*' There can he no doubt entertained, that the malignant 
fiends who placed these stones on the rail, intended them 
to upset the train, in which that distinguished foreigner, 
the Signor di Cortona, and those Clergymen who accom- 
panied him to the Belfast meeting, were travelling ; and 
we entertain no doubt, and have no hesitation in stating, 
this obstruction was placed there by the Jesuits, and 
their friends, to upset the train, and so destroy the noble 
and persecuted advocate of civil and religious liberty in 
Italy, and prevent his usefulness amongst his JRefisgee 
countrymen in the reformed faith he is now a distin- 
guished minister of, in this country. The Signor, we 
understand, takes our view of the subject, and has reason 
to suppose a raggetty child, that appeared in the crowd, 
grinning at the Signer, towards the close of his veiy 
brilliant speech, was cognisant of the intended trap for 
his life, but, notwithstanding the police being immedi- 
ately set on his track, strange to say, he eluded the 
strictest search, and could nowhere be discovered, or 
traced, which proclaims for itself, the Jesuits are not 
without sympathisers in the black North ; and ihis mi- 
serable fragment of humanity, who, in a crowded and 
intelligent meeting, had the temerity to grin derisively 
at the popular advocate of Truth and Liberty, so imme- 
diately after his late providential escape from a foul 
Popish plot; escaping, as this vile emissary did, detection, 
is only another, and striking instance of the Bibbon 
system having its accredited agents in Bel&st. Too 
much praise cannot be bestowed on Murphy, the Gnaid; 
at the N Station, be got on the tender, and toU 
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the Engineer to drive slow, as he had perceived a very 
Buspicious looking person, looking down the railway, as 
the train came up ; fortunately, the Engineer acted on 
his suggestion, and Murphy perceived the large blocks 
on the rail in time to prevent a collision, though the 
engine was actually, notwithstanding the steam being at 
once shut off, within a yard of the fatal obstruction. 
The Signer di Cortona, in the handsomest manner, pro- 
posed a subscription in Belfast for the Guard, Murphy, 
for his vigilance and promptitude, generously heading 
the list by a gifl of ten pounds. The loyal men of Bel- 
fast feel very indignant, and cheered the Signor to the 
echo, throughout his eloquent Patriotic, and truly Chris- 
tian speech/' 

*• Partly right, and partly wrong," was Father Tom's 
commentary, *' like everything else in this world. But 
where did you get this piece of a newspaper, Paud- 
heen ?" 

'* From Mrs. Cassidy, the milk-woman," returned he ; 
** I bid her ask the servants at the houses she served the 
milk at, for the papers about the big stones on the rail- 
way, and one of them gave her this ; the servant girl lit 
the fire with the rest of it." 

Scarcely appearing to hear Paudheen's explanation, 
Father Tom, by the imperfect light, pored over ** The 
Nation ;" it gave a different version of the Coolick 
affair, copied from a Jesuit organ, suggesting that '* the 
stones tumbled down the embankment, and were greatly 
exaggerated, as to size, reported by a credible witness in 
the train, who saw them, as mere pebbles," and that 
** the proscribed Revolutionist, the Tory Press made such 
a fuss about, was, in fact, a fallen and degraded creature 
in his own country, for malpractises that would not bear 
the light ; flung off by his own Church, he became, like 
other soupera, a disinterested convert, too insignificant to 
think of writing about, not to say, attempting his craven 
existence." 

" What a foul calumny 1 " cried the young Ireland 
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Priest to himBelf ; *' a Washington would be a coward 
and a knave with them." Then aloud, he said, " Come, 
Paudheen, I see the moon rising over Imale Hill ; she'U 
light us home ; but put the book above there, behind 
the rock, first, and see your foot doesn*t slip, for Tm sure 
you're tired.*' 

Father Tom handed the Irish Bible he had been read* 
ing earlier ia the evening, to the boy, and Paudheen, 
with a cat-like movement, crept up the face of the moun* 
tain, from one projection to another, and seemed carefully 
to deposit the book behind a lar^e frowning rock that 
hung above the Priest*s seat. Its occupant rose slowly, 
folding up his newspaper, and burying it in the depths of 
a breast pocket in his coat. 

" I knew your Raverence would lam me no lesson, 
this evening, out of the Irish book," said Paudheen, in a 
reproachful tone, when he returned to where the Priest 
stood. 

" We hadn't time," returned Father Tom ; *' but for 
that, I would, Paudheen. To-morrow evening, we'll be 
at it : every Irishman should know his own language, 
and love it ; and every one that has a soul to save should 
read God's message for himself, and not take it second- 
hand. That's my notion, my boy ; but," he added, as 
they walked along the narrow pathway, "keep this to 
yourself, Paudheen, and above all things, don't let Father 
Tiemey ever know about that Irish Bible." 

And Father Tiemey 's coadjutor, and the acolyte who 
attended him, serving mass, trudged along under a 
bright moon, through scenes of grandeur and sublimity, 
softened under the influence of her silvery light; and 
Paudheen thought of the new purchase he had made, out 
of the shilling Father Tom had given him to defray his 
travelling charges, out of which he had only expended 
eightpence halfpenny, thanks to the charity of eld neigh- 
bours, and tender-hearted new acquaintances, whom he 
impressed with the idea he was a poor scholar, *' picking 
up the laming, intending to be a priest." Once or twice, 
he now essayed to try the new purchase, and wake the 
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echoes of the mountainB with the simple melody of the 
Jew's harp, but he felt tired and weary, and Father Tom 
looked in a black mood, and on such occasions his aco- 
lyte never disturbed him. 

The young Priest fixed his dark eyes on the moon and 
stars that now began to twiukle in the blue ether, and 
thought, like David, as recorded in that book hid behind 
the Priest's rock on Lugnaquille, *' What is man, that 
thou art mmdful of him, or the son of man, that thou so 
regardest him?*' And then he thought of man's as- 
sumption throughout all ages, a guilty sinful creature 
seeking to cleanse himself, by vain oblations, before a 
pure and holy Ood; and then he thought of his own 
assumption, that professed to create the architect that 
made the skies ; and his thoughts took a tangible form, 
and wandered to the next morning, which was to be a 
Saint's festival, when he, assisted by the urchin at his 
side, the wily little Paudheen, would turn a wafer into 
an incarnate God ! And Father Tom Kavanagh groaned, 
and a voice, wafted from behind the Priest's rock, on the 
side of Lugnaquille, whispered, as if in his ear, '' Search 
the Scriptures." 

Hurrying on, he entered the lowly farmhouse wherein 
he lodged, and Paudheen got his supper, and went to 
bed, tired, but well pleased he had so successfully ful- 
filled his mission, and defered trying his Jew's harp 
until the next day ; and the ultramontane Father Tiemey's 
coadjutor prayed neither to Virgin or Saint that night, 
but asked the same Divine Master, in the language of 
Peter and his brethren, " Lord, teach us to pray," and 
omitted, for the first time since he became a Priest of 
the Church of Rome, to read his breviary ! 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

These are the means, the shameful means, that please : 
Rome's very nobles own the power of these. 

For few, my friends, few dare, like thee, be plain, 
And Prayer's low artifice, at shrines disdain. 

Whence now proceeds these errors ? Doubtless henoe : 

Man fancies gods have man's corrupted sense ; 

The natural easy inference is then. 

Why should not God love gold as well as men ? 

PebsIus. 

THAT "paradise of fools," the Roman Carnival, was 
over, when life and its serious occupations are 
travestied to produce the most ludicrous and absurd 
effect, the saturnalia of Paganism, retained as a civilized 
festivity, like the statues of the gods and goddesses of a 
heathen mythology, set up as images of Saints in the 

^Il^'^d^nT^^ ""^ ""^^"^^ ^^""^ 5 ™^y of the rites 
"" ^r.«m 1^^ »°i:pou8 tcmples, before the shrines of 
IfTreZe'Z^^^^^^^^ -re the character 

stone, than of tha\ bL^^S^^^^^^ -d 

guishing mark of the religion of Chri^^' ^^"^ ^^' 
The enlightened P^ iw^, ^ever/Lh a Pope," had 
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walked, the first day of the Lentine fast, in solemn pro- 
cession, harefoot, with all his clergy, singing the Litany 
of the Virgin, to the Church of St. Maria di Loreto. 
Like a modern wizard, his Holiness suddenly appears 
enthroned in scarlet cope, richly contrasted with his 
purple stole, surmounted with a mitre of silver ; his at- 
tendant satellites divested of their red hats and stockings, 
with fur caps and robes of purple, as befitting Cardinids' 
attire, when the Church proclaims herself in mourning. 
Like their mitred head, with rapid jugglery, they assume 
suddenly the vestments of the altar ; the auditor of the 
roUiy in a violet-coloured pianetta, takes from the shrine 
a richly gilt plate, full of ashes. * The Apostolic Vicar 
pronounces the benediction over this symbol of exhausted 
humanity ; a favourite Cardinal, in great humility, di- 
vested of the episcopal mitre and ring, without gloves, 
celebrates mass in the most elaborate fashion, then as- 
cends the footstool of the throne, whereon sits the pro- 
fessed successor of Peter the fisherman, and with profound 
obeisances, and many genufiezious, removes the silver 
mitre, places a delicate portion of the ashes, in the form 
of a cross, on the head of him who assumes to hold the 
keys of heaven — wonderful humility ! his Holiness bare- 
headed, even for a moment ! — the mitre is again assumed, 
and every Cardinal, Bishop, and Abbot present bows the 
knee before the living idol, while he dips the forefinger 
of his right hand in the richly-gilt dish, and describes 
with the ashes the sign of the cross, on the forehead of 
^ch kneeling postulant, who, in return, according to 
their respective rank, kisses the knee, or, as it may be, 
the foot of the sovereign Pontifi; His Holiness, when all 
are duly daubed with ** the blessed ashes,'' washes his 
sacred hands, using in this solemn ablution, instead of 
soap, the lemon and the crumb of bread. 

No ventriloquist doffs his toggery quicker than the 
Cardinals lay aside their sacred vestments, and re-assumo 
the purple; and the Holy Father proclaims to all who 
have assisted in this august ceremony plenary indulgence 
for all sins that may be committed for twenty years to 
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come ! ! Surely " developed Christianity" bears a strange 
semblance to exploded Paganism. 

•* Perhaps so," thought Captain Gardner, as he and 
some Oxford-bred divines, on the high road to Roman- 
ism, occupied reserved seats in the Church of St. Loretto, 
witnessing the above edifying ritual, observed on Ash Wed- 
nesday. The Captain had not yet parted with his c<Hn- 
mission in the Guards, and was now a very distinguished 
man at Rome, it was whispered, privately received into 
the true Cliurch ; but his public profession was reserved 
for the grand festival of Easter, the Monday after being 
the day fixed for this edifying spectacle, in the Church of 
Del Gem, where Ignatius Loyola lay entombed under a 
load of jewels, and where the Pope himself, it was ex- 
pected, would preside over a ceremony of such vast 
importance, as the admission of the Protestant Life 
Guardsman of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria, to the 
bosom of the Church of Rome, in the full prestige of 
his fame, as a learned Tractanan, deeply skilled in me« 
diseval lore, seeking a more developed form of worship 
than the Anglican Church, guarded by her thirty-nine 
articles, permits. 

The C/aptain, and a select band of enquiring Puse3ite8, 
were duly paraded from one Basilica to another, now in- 
specting the skeletons of decayed monks, long since 
dead, dressed up in their dark robes, stretched along the 
subterranean Chapel of the Capuchins, in the Piazza 
Barberini, the gloomy walls decked out with dried and 
withered branches, the living members of the Order 
chaunting masses for the repose of their brethren's 
souls, beside the dead bones to which, in life, they had 
been united — an appalling and revolting picture, but, 
nevertheless, part of the machinery the Church of Rome 
80 skilfully uses, to exhibit the most startling contrasts, 
and thus producing mental shocks, prepares her votaries 
for the marvellous and extravagant mysteries of doc- 
trines and rites, so opposed to the exercise of the 
reasoning faculties, and the divine simplicity of Gospel 
truth. 
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Then the pageant changed to that celebrated Church 
where Salvator Rosa lies buried, the Santa Maria degii 
Angela^ raised by the genius of Michael Angelo, all 
light and splendour, with its oriental granite columns as 
they stood in the days of Diocletian ; its noble transept 
and magnificent nave ; its porphyry altar, and jewelled 
shrines, where some pious fiction was sure to be enacted, 
midst a Priestly procession — a long train of monks — ^in^ 
cense bearers, scattering perfume around — banners borne 
aloft in honor of the idol of the hour— 'and strains of 
thrilling melody, to excite the devotion of the prostrate 
crowd — while other days, the Captain and his co-en- 
quirers after '* development*' might be met before that 
statue of the Virgin, that conversed so condescendingly 
and affably with Pope Gregory, the sweet benignity of 
the adored image raising within the breast of the gallant 
Captain the most ecstatic feelings, while be and his 
friends witnessed a Feata before her shrine, some offering 
gold and gems, others flowers, as votive gifts; this con- 
cealed Jesuit, drawing off his finger that rare ruby ring, 
places it, with great devotional humility, on the richly 
decorated finger of the immaculate Mary, who sweetly 
smiles her acceptance of the costly offering; the lips 
mo\e apart, but, to the disappointment of the wondering 
crowd, no sound issues: perhaps, the angelic voice of 
the Virgin Queen penetrates the ear of the highly fa- 
vored Captain Gardner ; his friends from Oxford incline 
to think it does ; so does a mystified English nobleman, 
and his wife, who are always in chase of some myth, as 
they gaze on the upturned countenance of this Jesuit 
actor, kneeling in wrapt worship before the smiling deity 
of his devotions, apparently absorbed in listening to 
those immortal sounds, denied to less believing ears. 
The Captain himself knew better, and, half provoked 
with the concealed Monk, who adjusted the machineiy 
behind the Virgin's image, that the intended passing 
smile of approval should be prolonged into something 
like a fixed expression of her saintship*8 countenance, 
with the tact of a skilful Jongleur, he groaned, but not 
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in prayer, and the divine Mary resumed her wonted 
calm, goddess-like look of indifference. 

Then the Captain, and his '* developing" friends, did not 
fail to attend the Church of Maria Maggiore^ and witness 
the truly spiritualising spectacle of a jolly monk standing 
at the door, with a hrush sort of hroom in his hand, 
dipped in holy water, which he showered over each gaily- 
decorated animal that approached, invoking, at the same 
time, a hlessing from St. Anthony ; while ozen^ sheep, 
horses, dogs, mules, asses, and goats, defiled before this 
strange hydraulic machine, to be sprinkled by the monk, 
blessed by St. Anthony, and paid for by their owners. 
The Pope's state carriages moved by to be sprinkled and. 
blessed too, and so did every noble*s equipage in Rome, 
down to the humblest dray cart ; and the monks of St, 
Maria Maggiore drove a profitable trade. The Captain 
had his sandwich-case sprinkled and blessed, and the 
advocates of " developed worship to suit the genius of 
the age," paid their Pauls to the jolly monk, and received 
in return a rough picture of the Eremite, and a small 
brazen cross, and went away, highly delighted with 
that monachism, which their Tractarian order so 
strongly recommends as a " preventive to Dissent," thus 
enlightening the masses, and edifying the educated, by 
ceremonies that were certainly not " developed" in an 
apostolic age. 

However, the Captain and his developing friends from 
Oxford were indefatigable in their enquiries after rites 
and ceremonies. Their number increased by the arrival 
of Mr. Frank Lee at Rome ; but not in time to witness 
the pious whipping of the faithful, who, with bare shoul- 
ders and whip-cord scourges, in the Oratory Chapel of the 
celebrated Padre Librita, laid on themselves after a most 
unmerciful fashion, the congregation kneeling in the nave, 
when all lights were extinguished ; and in a dim, religious 
glimmer, with closed windows, this self-castigation com- 
menced, apparently under great mental torture ; then, as 
the blows slackened, they were exorcised in a loud voice 
from the altar, '* to think of the unconfessed sins of theii 
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whole lives !'' when the flagellation was again renewed, 
Captain Gardner declaring to his Oxford friends that the 
ceremony '* was fraught with good to his soul, a charm- 
ing example of self-abnegation. And so it was ; but the 
Captain was not active in his devotions on this occasion, 
contenting himself with applauding, as a mere looker-on ; 
nor was he sorry Frank Lee did not witness a scene of 
such disgusting brutality ; for he well knew his love of 
the ideal would be greatly shocked at the gross outrage 
committed by men, on their own persons, who professed 
to follow that Gospel, whose message to repentant sin- 
ners is one of peace and love ; besides, Frank Lee^s 
mind was not in that ** developed'' state his Oxford 
friends' were, who had convinced themselves the Church 
of Rome was the only unerring standard to pronounce in 
matters of faith, and were prepared to allow a wide mar. 
gin to any absurdity, or error, this infallible rule might 
sanction. 

A more refined and congenial ceremony was the first 
one chosen by the Jesuit for the Fosterton Chaplain to 
witness, and perhaps no rite in that elaborately-devised 
Church, to guide men by their senses, instead of by the 
written Word of God, could be more admirably suited to 
fasten on his ideal mind, and subdue it 

The first church he entered, in company with Captain 
Gardner, at Rome, was the Sistine Chapel, in the Vatican, 
and the first office he witnessed, was the office of Tenebre, 
Some of the best and most exquisitely-cultivated voices 
in Italy sang there that night. Neither image nor statue 
defaced the altar; on it were the fifteen candlesticks, 
with their mystic lights burning ; before him was Pio 
Ninot on his Pontifical throne ; beside the Holy Father 
were cardinals, seated on their chairs of state, in rich, 
glowing splendour, attired as kings ; above him were the 
immortal frescoes of Buonoratti, and as his eye fell down- 
wards, he almost shrieked aloud, for he gazed on that 
terrific, but superhuman masterpiece of Michael Angelo, 
"The Last Judgment;" and then came those low, un- 
earthly voices, in their mellow sweetness, like the spirits 
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of the blessed, wailing for the sins of man, as each candle, 
in succession, was extinguished ; and when the last taper 
was put out, a thrill of entrancing melody gushed from 
the concealed choir, that shook Frank Lee's frame to its 
centre ; but when the Miserere^ in its tender and touch- 
ing pathos, succeeded, his soul melted within him, and 
he wept. 

The Jesuit beside him marked every emotion, and was 
satisfied. 

The next morning he presented Mr. Frank Lee to the 
Abbe Freshman, now quite a c6Uhri at Rome, residing 
in magnificent apartments, fitted up with the most fault- 
less taste, in the College of the Propaganda, in the 
Piazza di Spagna, where his receptions were considered 
among the most recherche that season at Rome. To the 
Abbe's most select parties was the young Chaplain in- 
vited, where some distinguished lady of rank was sure to 
preside, and mark, by her presence, that Scldiy with which 
the Church of Rome invests her converts. 

The Abbe Freshman, though a concealed Jesuit for 
years, officiating at times as a Romish Priest, as when 
detected in his younger days by Mr. Warner, in the 
Church of SL Maria Sopra Minerva^ had been recently 
received openly into the infallible Church, at Rome, as a 
convert from Protestantism ! And great were the re- 
joicings of the faithful over this supposed leading Trac- 
tarian, who had been doing the work of his Order — a 
zealous, though concejiled Jesuit Missionary — with signal 
success, for years; as well by the subtle sophistry of 
his Tractarian writings, as the unprincipled teaching of 
his Jesuitical tenets, amongst the youth of Oxford, while 
he received the pay, and bore the honors, of the Reformed 
Church. As a F^ellow of Oxford, he left no means un» 
tried to sap the foundations of a faith he had solemnly 
sworn to uphold, but now rejoiced over, as a newly-con- 
verted Anglican to the doctrines of Catholicity, upon 
whom no honors were too great to be showered ; while 
his piety and erudition were vaunted to the skies. 

Frank Lee was too much intoxicated with his own feel- 
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ings of delight, at being received as an honored gueet, 
in so diatingui a coterie as the Abbe Fresliman's, to see 
his own danger, or remember the Abbe*s history, as re- 
lated to himself and young Stamer, by Mr. Warner. He 
had some indistinct idea, that the Rector of Wellmine and 
the Abbe had years before crossed each other's path, 
without any very definite notion as to how, or when ; 
then, Mrs. Fosterton had so^ often expressed her convic- 
tion that Mr. Warner was a prejudiced, narrow-minded 
man, incapable, with his sober matter of fact views, to give 
an enlarged and comprehensive opinion on a '* developed 
faith,'' or appreciate the charms of a *' grand ritual,'' 
that he dismissed from his mind anything he might have 
heard from the old clergyman, relative to the Abbe's 
deceitful treachery, as practised against himself and 
others, and enjoyed, unreservedly, the entrie his friend, 
Captain Gardner, had procured him. to this distmguished 
convert's circle, the most fashionable and sought after 
at Rome. 

Mr. Fosterton became quite proud of his chaplain and 
his sons' tutor, being received so graciously, by so 
exalted an individual as the renowned Abbe Freshman, 
upon whom the Pope himself had bestowed the most 
astounding marks of personal regard, and liked to point 
out to his friends passing tlirough the Abbe's salons^ 
the interesting looking young Inglese, so much noticed 
by the presiding Princess, or tete'd»tete with the charm- 
ing Duchesae du Tivoli^ as his **own chaplain;" a very 
deserving fellow indeed, tutor to his boys; Vere and 
Redmond vastly improved since they came into his 
hands, and so forth. But this judicious parent would have 
been sadly puzzled, had he been asked to particularize 
the improvement; nor, indeed, could Mr. Frank Lee 
himself point it out, for he saw but little of his pupils, 
from his multitudinous pursuits at Rome ; and when he 
did superintend their studies, it was with a mind so pre- 
occupied, and so harassed by the conflicting emotions of 
a secret, and hopeless passion, that the boys, naturally 
quick, but very idle, learned little, and what they did 
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acqmre, in a superficial, desultofy way, that left no last* 
ing impiesrion on their minda. 

Before Frank Lee left London, he had heard from his 
rater Letty twice ; in both letters he was giTen to under- 
stand a reconciliation with Mary Elmore could be easily 
effected ; and in her second letter, Letty seemed to think 
it was espected by her young friend, as well as by his 
mother and herself; but Frank, when he received the 
letter, was in the presence of the fascinating, but un^ 
conscioos woman, who had supplanted Mary in his 
affections. 

To the first orerture of peace, he replied in a short 
constrained letter, writing in the aggrieved style, as more 
sinned against than sinning. Then, from Mrs. Fosterton's 
increased intimacy with her sister, he was thrown less 
into her society ; and when they did meet, there was no 
excitability on the lady's part to encourage bis feelings 
of admiration ; but a tone of good feeling and good sense, 
repressed his flattering assiduities, and subdued insensi- 
bly the wild folly of his ideal love. Still, to Letty's ]a«t 
more unequirocal peace offering, be Touchsafed no reply ; 
he intended to do so; he intended entering into full ex- 
planations, and perhaps, intended confessing he was in 
the wrong; but Frank Lee generally intended doing 
something that he left undone, and his letter to Letty 
was one of those things. 

Lady Drydale's death supervened, overpowering Mrs. 
Fosterton with sorrow, and her Chaplain was expected to 
comfort her. Witnessing her agonising grief, deprived 
him of all recollection of what was due to himself, or 
others ; his good resolutions all took flight. Mary Elmore 
was forgotten, and Letty Lee's letter remained un- 
answered ; then came the hurried journey, and once in 
Rome, visSd by Captain Gardner, Frank Lee had no 
room in his heart for the inhabitants of Wimbledon 
Terrace ; he lived but for the unhallowed passion that 
now reigned unquestioned within him, and the dazzling 
and exciting pleasures of the Eternal City. 

Mrs. Fosterton shut herself up from all society, and 
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expressed her determination to follow, as close as possi* 
ble, her deceased sister's opinions ; at times, depressed 
with the profoundest grief, for the loss of this inestimable 
sister, she turned to her Chaplain for that consolation his 
sacred office might be expected to bestow ; but this un- 
faithful shepherd's heart was unrenewed by a living faith, 
and the dangerous sympathy of the Confessional he was 
so ready to offer, gave no repose to her sorrowing spirit, 
but led her impulsive feeling, overwrought by suffering, 
into a kind of moral collapse, ready to catch at anything 
that would withdraw her mind from the contemplation of 
its own sad loss. 



L 2 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

What mortal man, whos'er drew breath. 
Shall break into the hoase of Death, 
With foot unhallowed, and from thence 
The myst'ries of that state dispense ? 
Unless they with due rites prepare. 
Their weaker sense such sights to bear. 

IN this state, urged by Miss Herbert, who scarcely 
ever left her, she was again induced to try the efficacy 
of chloroform, and other sedatives and stimulants, artfully 
combined, so as completely to upset her nervous systensy 
and render her, at times, the victim of the most absurd 
and terrific fancies, the prevailing sorrow of her soul, 
coloring as it were, those distempered imaginings. Now, 
she heard her beloved sister's voice in her ear ; then, ftt 
other times, her ghost-like shadow flitted before li^, 
and the governess indulged her morbid cravings with a 
spirit rapping sc^ance^ when Lady Dry dale's spirit w«s 
summoned by her poisoner, and gave the respondent rap 
on the table, where her wretched sister sat. Then tbe 
spirit was questioned as to its felicity in another world ; 
and no answering rap came, and Mrs. Fosterton was 
thrown into violent convulsions ; but at the next scSance^ 
the spirit was more closely interrogated by the medium^ 
and divulged, by well directed raps underneath the Uble 
on which the hands of Mrs. Fosterton were spread out 
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in the moBt intense anxiety, the sad story of those pur- 
gatorial sufferings, her heretic spirit was at present un- 
dergoing, " lost for ever in the flames of Hell, but that 
her sister had, years before, heard High Mass sung at 
St. Peter's, and praised, in Lady Dry dale's presence, a 
hymn sung to the Virgin." 

*' How was her Ladyship's spirit to be released from 
purgatory ?" was the next anxious enquiry. 

The raps came brisk and expressive, signifying *' by 
masses, said for the repose of her soul, in the Church of 
Trinita di Monti ; her sister joining in the Vesper Hymn 
of the Holy Nuns of the adjoining convent, for three 
successive evenings." 

This was a delightful task to Mrs. Foslerton, she could 
now do something for that sister she so dearly loved, and 
the thrilling sadness of her exquisite voice, mingled with 
the Vesper Hymn of the sisterhood ; and another voice 
of gushing melody was heard there once more ; but 
there was triumph in its tones now, for her mission was 
near being accomplished. And Mrs. Fosterton's Chaplain , 
listened in silent rapture, and thought the voice of her 
he admired so much, never sounded in his ears so 
sweetly plaintive before; and that its sad and dying 
cadences breathed something like pity for the passion 
that consumed his own heart. 

He hardly felt it wrong Mrs. Fosterton joining ip the 
Vesper Hymn to the Virgin, or himself listening in such 
unfeigned delight; such charming singing might well 
excuse a lapse of the kind on their part ; tben the effort 
in itself was good, he considered, for the sorrowing lady, 
scrousing her mind from the stupor of grief; while such 
thrilling melody was sure to soothe and calm her troubled 
spirit. Mr. Frank Lee's notions on religious subjects were 
developing fast ; but his Jesuit friends thought a stimulus 
necessary. 

*' Do you really doubt ?" cried the Jesuit medium to 
this very unstable young man, as they gazed on that 
wondrous ruin, the Colosseum, by moonlight, while Mrs. 
Fosterton stood aloof, leaning on the broken shaft of a 



150 POIBOmBB ABD FBOPAGAKinSTS ; 

column, lost in contemplation. ^ Is it possible that jon are 
a cold unbeliever in that world of spirits by which we 
are surrounded — those good angels who watch over us, 
and those emissaries of the Evil One, that in risible shape 
tempted the saints of old ? " 

'^I confess I am rather sceptical of spirit-rapping,'' 
replied Frank Lee, evasively. " The raps, I suppose, are 
produced mechanically, by some involuntary acticm of 
the muscles, by very nervous parties^ whose hands are 
spread out on the table at the time, and not by the spiritv 
supposed to be in attendance." 

*' Supposed ! '' repeated Miss Herbert, in a tone of 
well-acted surprise : *^ then you think Mrs. Fosterton or 
I must have been guilty of some trick, and that the spirit 
of this unhappy lady did not make known her sufferings, 
and the mode by which they were to be relieved, by a 
succession of raps, witnessed and verified by us both ? *' 

** Oh, no, I assure you," replied Frank Lee, courte- 
ously, *^ 1 never, for a moment, conceived either you or 
Mrs. Fosterton did not firmly believe it was a spirit, and 
not your own agitated hands that rapped, unknown to 
yourselves, on the table ; but I am not one of those who 
find fault with the imagination ; its vagaries, after all, 
perhaps, contain the great charm of life. What would 
it be without the ideal ? Vapid, dull, and commonplace ; 
and I really think this spirit notion has done Mrs. Fos- 
terton more good than all the physicians of Rome could 
effect. How heavenly, how ecstatic did she look, after 
singing that delightful vesper hymn ! it would be cruelty 
indeed to disenchant her mind of such a charming illu- 
sion ; it can do her no harm believing that her own 
matchless voice, mingled with the sweet voices of pious 
and holy women, can move Heaven to remit the suffering 
of her adored sister. It is a beautiful idea, and will help 
to tranquillize the agonising sorrow she at times seems 
to suffer." 

" Have yoii,*' asked the spirit medium, in a low sad 
voice, " any of those you love in that unknown land ? " 

Frank Lee started. The image of his twin brother. 
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SO loved, 80 mourned over, came back fresh on his me- 
mory, as in the first outbursts of his boyish grief. 

** Have I not, indeed? '* he said, with emotion ; *' but 
hi« fipirit is beyond those starry skies, in the regions of the 
blessed, unconscious of either my love or sorrow." 

** Summon Uiat spirit here," cried the medium, *' and 
doubt not it will come.'* 

** Impossible ! '* returned the young man, sadly. *^ How 
often have I called on him, in hours of darkness and 
gloom, to come back to me, even in my dreams ! but 
the desid hear not the voice of the living. 

** How shall those who doubt in material things," asked 
the Jesuit, *' realize the velocity of the lightning's flash ? 
The spirit's flight is, oh ! how far swifter to those who 
can believe 1 ** 

While she yet spoke, one of those meteors, a shooting 
star, fell, with the rapidity of thought, through the blue 
ether, and seemed to vanish at their feet. 

*' Do you now believe ? " demanded the spirit medium^ 
fixing her dark luminous eyes on the startled face of the 
young Clergyman, whose love of the marvellous, and na- 
turally superstitious mind, invested the falling star at 
that particular moment with a hidden meaning; the 
hour, the moonlight scene before him— so grand, so vast, 
so unearthly in its gigantic proportions, the dark mourn- 
ing figure of Mrs. Fosterton resting against that ghost- 
like column of white marble, with her thoughts in the 
spirit land, holding mysterious communion with the ran- 
somed dead-— all heightened the Ulusion, and, in a voice 
broken and unnerved, Frank Lee called out, 
*< Brother, is your spirit here ?" 
*' Brother," asked the spirit medium at his side, in a 
low, sepulchral tone, that sounded like some distant 
echo, " Is your spirit here ?" 

A single rap, followed by another in quick succession, 
loud, distinct, and startling, was heard, as if on the 
image of some heathen deity, they stood near. 

Half astonished, half terrified, Frank Lee gazed in 
his companion's face. She looked so spirit-like, so un- 
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real, in that silvery light, he almost expected to see Im 
brother's shadow stand beside her. 

•* Demand what you will,'* she cried anthoritatiTelj, 
"for your brother*s spirit is here. What will yoa 
askr 

" Is he happy?' returned Frank Lee, in a Mtemg 
tone. 

*' Are you happy f* enquired the tnednimj in a deepfy 
grave tone. 

No respondent rap, in the a£Srmatiye, came. 

^' It is all illusi(Hi and moonshhie," cried the jonng 
man, attempting to shake off the spell that seemed to 
mystify his reasoning faculties ; ^' if he is not happy, there 
is no paradise for the blessed, for he was an angel on 
earth." 

" So thought Lady Drydale*s sister," said the medium 
sadly. ^^ Ask her now ; did the tortured spirit reveal the 
secrets of the prison house in vain ? Has she not been 
given that mysterious, but undeniable assurance, ttat 
the suffering soul is released by the prayers of the 
faithful?*' The last sentence was uttered in a louder 
tone of voice than she had hitherto spoken in, and 
seemed to arouse Mrs. Fosterton from her reverie, and 
attract her attention, for she raised herself from the 
reclining posture she had so long stood in, and moved 
towards them. Miss Herbert advanced to meet her, 
and Frank Lee slowly followed. The governess made 
some remark, but in too low a tone for him to hear. 
Mrs. Fosterton flung back the black veil that concealed 
her face, and stood still; then, raising her hands and 
eyes to heaven, she exclaimed— 

"Oh I Mr. Lee, she is happy indeed! with blessed 
saints, and holy angels rejoicing. I have seen her— I 
have feen her, ' she cried passionately, "when the last 
notes of that vesper hymn died away, breaking from the 
trammels ™P^«ed on her, for reiecUng, whilst on earth, 
a more developed f^itfa, borne aloft to visions of glory 
by saints ^^d n,art invoked to aid her bv oravers 
offered up before tb^i/^vrw ehriaes. j doubt noTnJe" 
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—I saw the vision. In the church of Triniti di Monti 
I heard her spirit rap, when the medium asked — 
* Was she now happy for ever ?' " 

Breathless, and exhausted, hj her nervous excited 
feelings, Frank Lee supported the beautiful and impas- 
flioned Mrs. Fosterton to ber carriage, too much occupied 
with thoughts mystified, and enraptured, to perceive 
Miss Herbert, who lingered behind them, wave her hand 
to the Jesuit Rimino, Mr. Fosterton*s valet, as his 
figure slowly emerged, as if from underneath the statue, 
the exorcised spirit gave such a timely and peculiar 
rap on. 

The next evening, a spirit scicmee took place in Miss 
Herbert's own sitting-room. There were present, in 
that darkened chamber, only Mrs. Fosterton, her Chap- 
lain, and, as the American advertisement goes, her 
** gifted medium,*^ 

Mrs. Fosterton, with her nervous system wrought up 
to the highest pitch, by artfully medicated drinks, looked 
like some beautiful inspired priestess of the Temple of 
Isis. Opposite her sat Frank Lee, mystified and en- 
tranced, gazing on the lovely vision before him, which 
filled his impressionable soul with delight. There was 
something so ideal in the beauty of Mrs. Fosterton, at 
tibat moment, so spirihuUe^ as the French would say, 
with her deep violet- colored eyes, veiled within their 
dark silken lashes, piercing material objects around, to 
penetrate the secrets of the spirit land for him. Con- 
ventional forms seemed for ever annihilated between 
them; their spirits would henceforth mingle together, 
and hold converse with the lost and loved ones of another 
sphere I In that spiritual intercourse the secret worship 
of his heart would be recognised, and responded to by a 
kindred spirit to his, thus sitting face to face en rapport 
with the living dead, their aflfections, like their faith, 
developed into a broader and wider channel. 

He stopped not to investigate his own feelings, or how 
far he believed in the medium^ a power to bring back to 
a world of material objects the disembodied soul. The 
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shooting star, the evening before, and the spirit np, 
amidst the ruins of the Colosseum, to be accounted for 
by no involuntary muscular action, or nervous balhici* 
nation, in his present dreamy state of mind, floating, as 
he was, in cloud-land, borne along by unhallowed pas* 
sions, appeared to his visionary mind almost conclusive 
evidence. But when the spirit of his lost twin brother 
was summoned, that dual one, whom he had loved, and 
looked upon as part of his own being, and when the 
well-known rap, sounding like a postman^s, one rap 
following the other, vibrated on the small table placed 
between him and Mrs. Fosterton, while their outspread 
hands were united, at each extreme finger, according to 
the medium^i directions, to increase their magnetic 
influence on each other, and on the attendant spirit, 
Frank Lee could have believed anything, and did believe 
the spirit of his brother stood by, a sort of high priest, 
to bless the spirit union of two beings there, whom 
earthly ties had so widely divided asunder. 

The medium^ to make assurance doubly sure, inter- 
rogated the spirit as to his name, and, in reply, the raps 
accurated told, 

«* George." 

And as accurately gave the date of his death, 

" 1 1th of August 18—, as the clock struck twelve, at 
midnight." 

While his age was just as accurately specified by 
raps — 

"Ten yeai*s, five months, and thirteen days." 

^' Frank Lee*s memory could only vouch for the accu- 
racy of the information just received, as to the name, and 
hour at which his brother died; he perfectly remembered, 
the house clock struck twelve, at midnight, as the last 
pang was over, and he had never heard since, that hour 
strike, without experiencing an agonized recollection of 
the desolate, and bitter feelings, with which he first gaxed 
on this darling twin brother's insensible clay. 

The rest of the information supplied by the spirit, was 
of a most painful nature, for he was undergoing ** the 
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pains of purgatoiy, and would have been in hell, but that 
his niolher*8 maid, Sally Connors, sprinkled his face with 
holy water whenever she saw him asleep." 

Frank Lee perfectly remembered his mother's servant, 
Sally Connors, as the person who was in the house at the 
time of his brother George's death; nothing could be 
more conclusive of supernatural revelation ; for it was 
inq>08sible, Miss Herbert, who never knew his family, 
or any person who had known them, could supply such 
information. Then, the spirit gave the precise rap George 
always gave^ at his mother's hall door, to intimate to the 
servant, it was no visitor, who waited for admittance ; and 
besides, it was a moral impossibility, any rap could be 
executed by mortal hand, on the small table before 
him. He had examined it minutely, as well as the sub- 
dued light in the room would permit, and there was no 
trace of any contrivance to deceive him whatsoever ; but 
he never suspected the lofty-toned mind of the spirit 
medium capable of such duplicity ; and besides, she now 
stood aloof from the table, where the answering raps 
seemed to proceed from ; and then he looked at Mrs. 
Fosterton, and if he had doubts, they vanished. 

She sat, in a state approaching to catalepsy ; the eyes 
were widely open, but seemed unconscious of the presence 
of the objects they gazed on ; the beautiful lips were apart, 
in a kind of ecstatic terror, and she wrote rapidly on a 
sheet of paper placed before her, by the governess, appa- 
rently unconscious of what her rapid pen noted down. 

The medium took the paper in her hand, and brought 
it to a ray of light, that streamed in from the partially, 
closed window ; glancing over the magnetic revelation of 
Die spirit of *' brother George,'* to **the spiritualized in- 
telligence," as she designated the half mesmerised Mrs, 
Fosterton. The lady handed the slip of paper, or rather 
the one she dexterously exchanged it for, concealed in 
her sleeve, to Mr. Frank Lee, who eagerly ran his eyes 
over the spirit's intimation, which was disjointed and un* 
connected enough, but counselled pretty plainly, his dear 
brother Frank, to lose no time in offering up, for his 
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flonTs repose, prajen in the oratory of St. Philip of 
Neii ; there, the saint himself, or a holy man sent by him, 
would appear, and instruct the living brother further in 
the great mysteries of a true faith, his own spirit was 
now punished for not being made acquainted with on 
earth. 

This was the pith of Mrs. Fosterton's ** spirituaKxed 
intelligence." Clothed in glowing and mystical language, 
half insensible, she now lay back in her chair, almost in 
a state of collapse, from the effects of the pernicious drugs 
she had been so violently excited by, and her gifted me* 
ditun declared the McSance oyer. 

The poor, duped Chaplain retired, with his mind in a 
chaotic state of bewilderment, while Rimino, whom he 
neariy stumbled over, by inadvertently, in his exit, open- 
ing the door of an adjoining room (scarcely knowing what 
he did), retired behind a convenient screen, where a gal- 
vanic battery was in full play, connected with some 
invisible wires, passed along the matted floor of Miss 
Herbert's apartment, to a certain small table in iti 
centre, on which the spirit rapped, for the edification of 
developed believers. 

Frank Lee wrote by the next post, to his sister Letty, 
and also to his mother; but neither letters contained an 
expression of those good intentions he had at one time 
on reflection contemplated ; they merely expressed an 
earnest wish to have certain queries he put, promptly, 
and circumstantially answered, relative to "the exact 
date of his deceased brother's death, and the piecise 
age, if possible, to a day, that he had lived." 

* rank Lee bethought of his own birth day, which, of 
l3thJI^?r A^* •»«« as his twin brother's, and calcu- 
hi m.^af /®^'^* ^'^ o° the nth of August, I8-, 
Says butt tho^^'t V^"^ r*"' «^« months, Weleven 

precise aire- and wwt ' «>d that the spirit rapped his 
ll^^l! 6:^^^^^^^^ investigatinT-pirit, 
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clergyman hasten to the chapel oratory of St. Philip of 
Neri, and there, to his, hut we hope not to the intelligent 
reader's astonishment, he encountered, before the Saint's 
shrine, his newly- formed friend, the Abbe Freshman. 

It was not the hour for the Jesuit's private devotions, 
but he was impelled there, at that particular moment, by 
an unaccountable impulse. So he said, and so his dupetl 
auditor believed ; and Frank Lee, and the Jesuit Abbe, 
olfered up a prayer before the shrine of a saint, who, the 
faithful say, raised the dead, for the repose of George 
Lee's soul; and his brother felt much gratified at his 
distinguished friend's kindness, and condescension, on 
the occasion, and enjoyed exceedingly a requiem, chaunted 
with great purity of style, by a concealed choir of hired 
musicians, for the repose of somebody else's soul ; but he 
thought only of his brother George, and the requiem 
sounded in his ears as the voice of angels, hymning his 
tortured soul into the regions of bliss. 

The Ahbe was delighted with the idea, and brought 
forward many charming instances of a similarly deve- 
loped faith; and Mr. Frank Lee visited the oratory of St. 
Philip of Neri daily, in company with the learned con- 
vert; and his faith in the marvellous waxed stronger, 
aUengthened a good deal by attending, pretty often, a 
spirit 9ciaticey with Mrs. Fosterton, in Miss Herbert's 
apartment ; the spirit of his brother George, plainly 
intimating, by his postman-like rap, ** that safety alone 
was to be found in the Catholic Church;" while Lady 
Drydale's spirit denounced '' heretics from the infallible 
Church of Rome, as amongst the damned," and with 
angry raps made known her Ladyship's expressed wish, 
that her sister and family should conform to Catholicity. 

However, Mr. Fosterton was not prepared to commit 
himself to such a step, merely because Lady Dry dale's 
spirit was uneasy, and had pronounced on its necessity ; 
to be sure '' many distinguished individuals," he argued, 
** had gone over for less cogent reasons, but, in fact, he 
liked to steer a middle course ; the Anglican Church 
might develope itself into the Church of Rome yet, but 
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it would be premature for him and his wife to go over, 
until things were in a more advanced stage." 

'^Captain Gardner's reception on £a8ter Monday was a 
triumph, and no mistake, and really lefl nothing to be 
wished for; a church blazing in jewels and gold, the Pope 
himself presiding, cardinals of the highest rank asdisting, 
and the newly baptised convert, the cynosure of all, crowned 
by a grand banquet from the charming Princess of D— 
to commemorate the happy event ; but then the Puritan 
press in England had attacked him since (that odioiu 
liberty of the Press he so much detested) ; and some awk- 
ward stories were whispered about, and the Captain was 
smuggled out of the Life Guards; and, in fact, he himself 
would wait, and see his way better ; nothing like biding 
one*s time. Half the ^cldi of the thing was chooaiiig k 
bonne heure.** 

In the meantime, the gentleman amused himself, wit- 
nessing divers and imposing ceremonies in many of the 
most magnificent churches at Rome, developing his faith 
in a wonderful manner, generally accompanied by his 
wife and chaplain, the former keeping up a mysterious 
intimacy with the holy sisterhood of Trinita di Monti^ 
while the latter attended the Abbe Freshman's coft««r- 
sazianes, and discussed with the Abbe himself, in the 
oratory of St. Philip of Neri, points of difference between 
the Anglican and Romish Church, and waited, with ill- 
concealed impatience, for his Irish letters. 

The packet at length came, and the direction was in 
his mother's handwriting. How little did she think, 
when she directed that letter, the most important event 
of her 8on*8 life depended on its contents. He now tore 
it open, and saw only, her darling George died 11th of 
August, 18 — , and that he was that day, '* ten years, 
five months, and thirteen days old." " She had marked it 
down exactly at the time, in his own Bible," which her 
son Frank well knew, was always kept carefully locked 
up by the attached mother. 

Scarcely waiting to glance over the remaining por- 
tion of her long affectionate letter, he hurried to Mn». 
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Fosterton's presence, who had just arisen from a tieitej 
and was reclining in her magnificent morning-room, half 
hid amidst the luxurious cushions of an oriental ottoman. 

How beautiful she looked ! Surrounded with objects 
of vertu scattered around, frescoes and paintings of ex« 
quisite design adorned the walls and ceiling, tables of the 
richest mosaic in marble, cabinets of buhl, porphyry 
Tases filled with perfumed flowers, herself looking like 
• 6ome rare exotic in this charming parterre of taste and 
beauty, the deep, deep blue eyes dreamily fixed on the 
fountain in the court-yard below, now in full play, its 
light silvery shower giving a refreshing coolness to the 
apartment through the open windows which descended 
to the ground, the dark mourning robe she wore, con- 
trasting well with the dazzling whiteness of her delicately- 
formed hands, clasped together as if in wordless prayer, 
while the gorgeous coloring of the cushions she reposed 
amongst, set off, like the glowing back ground of some 
painting, the lovely but subdued-looking being an artist 
might have chosen for his masterpiece. 

Frank Lee felt something like this, as he approached 
where she half-sat, half-reclined ; but the open letter in 
his hand, and a glance at his expressive face, startled 
her from the dreamy reverie she indulged in, and with 
her wonted animation she cried out : — 

** You are convinced at last, Mr. Lee. I read it in 
your eyes — the spirit told you aright, the date and years. 
Xh ! why did you doubt ?" 

** I doubt no more,*' cried the deceived enthusiast, 
burying his face in the cushion on which her hands 
rested. 

" Oh !" she cried exultingly, " I knew yours was not 
a cold, repellant nature, insensible to the magnetic influ- 
ence of that spirit-world that surrounds us, but one of 
those spiritualised organisations that can hold mysterious 
but ecstatic communion with the spirit of those you love/' 

Frank Lee raised his drooped head from off the cush- 
ion, and gazed passionately in the face of the vision- 
seeing Mrs. Fosterton. She read not in his eyes the unut- 
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tenble We they ezpreMed, batvlortin a qiiriUii^iiodj, 
exdaimed — ^ Our spirita, now, can travel together 
throagh iilimitable space, and penetrate that spirit-hud 
where those we love dwdl, and hear the guiding^ Toices 
of the dead, but dead to na no kuiger, for our sgiA 
shall no more grovel among the tondia of earth, the dull, 
cold realities of life, but, midst the beautiful glories oft 
developed faith, worship before Catholic altars, when 
the spiritual intention of a miracnloas church creates an 
incarnate God." 

Frank Lee lost all command over his feelinga; be 
heard the lips of the foir visionary, his ideal mind loved 
to madness, enthusiastically declare their spirits weie 
united henceforth for ever, and wild with rapturous ex- 
citement, he covered witli passionate kisses, the bk 
hands on the cushion beside him. 

Mrs. Fosterton felt powerless to withdraw them ; thk 
wife and mother had given the reins to her imaginative 
spirit, and the voice of SScripture, and of reason, at that 
moment, were not heard. With her developed ideas of 
spirit union and spirit worship, she scarcely felt it wrong. 
Enraptured by such encouragement, this lost young 
man poured forth, with an impetuosity that amazed him- 
self, the hoarded tale of his hitherto hopeless love ; the 
hands were now forcibly withdrawn from his grasp, and 
placed before the agitated, but not indignant, face of 
Mrs. Fosterton. Perhaps, at that moment, she blamed 
herself, of the two, most. 

** Leave me," she cried, faintly, as the impassioned 
Ideologist knelt at her feet. *' Leave me, and for ever. 
Oh ! why was I blinded so long not to perceive what I 
have now heard; had I but listened to my own reason, 
your happiness would not have been wrecked, and my 
own, and my husband's imperilled by such a disclosure ; 
but,*' she cried, withdrawing her hands from before her 
face, and fixing her bright, enthusiastic-looking eyes on 
his, "let our spiriU only hold converse for the future. In 
the dim cloistered aisle, before the sainted shrine of some 
Holy Martyr, they will be united together in the worship 
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of that developed faith, that is only to be found in the 
Ciatholic Church. I have obeyed/* she continued, ** the 
spirit voice of my now angelic sister. I dare no more 
question the miraculous mysteries of an infallible Church. 
Why, then, do you hesitate ? Has not the spirit of that 
brother, that was part of yourself, called you forth from 
Heresy into the True Church ? and in that Church only 
can our spirits meet.*' 

The distracted young man gased on her with feelings 
of almost adoration ; she had not once blamed his insane 
presumption, and was she not now to be obeyed } He 
did not believe in many of the dogmas of the Church of 
Rome, but he did firmly believe, after the information he 
had that day received from his mother, that the spirit of 
his beloved and twin brother, had ordered him to con- 
form to this infallible faith ; and with a vague, but rap- 
turous feeling in his heart, that the spirit of the lovely 
being before him, would be mysteriously united to his 
by doing so, on his bended knee he solemnly pledged 
himself to embrace a faitli that has been truly and em- 
phatically designated, " The Worship of Idols." 

The fair fingers of Mrs. Fosterton described the out« 
line of a cross on Frank Lee's ideal brow ; how long after 
did he feel as if their slight and almost vision-like touch, 
was burnt into his brain I But when her perfumed lips 
breathed over, rather than pi essed, this shadowy symbol, 
his reason seemed to totter, and he rushed from the 
apartment, half frantic with delight. 

Incapable of forming any fixed purpose, he quitted, a 
few moments after, the PaJazm^ and hurried on in the 
direction of the College of the Propaganda. Until he was 
actually in the presence of the Abbe Freshman, no 
doubt seemed to arise in his mind as to his future course ; 
but then, he would have given worlds for time to think 
over the momentous step he was about taking ; but the 
Abbe's patience seemed exhausted, listening to his vacil- 
lating feelings. 

He had, with the most subtle Jesuitical casuistry, 
combated, from time to time, the feeble arguments the 

M 
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young Chaplain's deyeloped ideas on religion supplied 
him with, when he flung away Scripture, as the sole rule 
of faith, and unerring test of an Apostolic Church. Like 
a man weaponless, he was at the mercy of his wily anta- 
gonist ; still, in the miraculous assumption of the Church 
of Rome, he was yet sceptical ; but the Jesuit gave him 
no further time to reconcile absurdities with the exercise 
of the reasoning faculties. 

Frank Lee, with that mystic cross scorching, as it 
were, his brow, and the pledge to embrace Catholicity 
vibrating on his lips, could offer no effectual resistance; 
and the dignified Abbe cut short any further discussion, 
as he exclaimed, in a lofty tone of voice, to the irresolute 
neophyte— 

*' Go on, then, doubting, and be damned, but the door 
of baptism is open to receive you into eternal life J* 

And taking the hand of the apostate Frank Lee, with 
a determined air and firm step, he opened the door of his 
private oratory, where two Oxford divines, with their 
minds worked on by the Jesuit Abbe, to suit their pecu- 
liar temperaments, were in waiting, and an officiating 
Priest, ready stoled and albed. And there, before the 
idol decked altar, the son of the Christian Mrs. Lee, the 
Ambassador of Christ, who had solemnly undertaken to 
preach His gospel, with two other duped apostates, were 
ordered, by the Abbe Freshman, to fall on their knees, 
and there received the rite of Baptism, as elaborately 
administered by the Church of Rome. 

That evening saw the trio divested of their nicely 
arranged whiskers, dressed in the long, shapeless gar- 
ments of the Propaganda brethren, attending vespers in 
the Oratory Chapel of St Philip of Neri. 



OB, A DEyXU>FBD AGE. 



153 



CHAPTER XV. 

Then oomes a token, like a scorpion's sting, 

Scarce seen, but with fresh bitterness embned ; 

And slight withal may be the things which bring 

Back on the heart, the weight which it woold fling 

Aside for ever ; it may be a sonnd — 

A tone of music-— enmmer's eye or spring — 

A flower — the wind— *the ocean — ^which shall woond. 

Striking the electric chord, by which we are darkly bound. 



Th« camel labours with the heaTiest load, 
-^^d the wolf dies in silence. 



-Mnte, 



J^^jril. Foaterton professed to bis English Protestant 

l>i-eciki-f '^^®' ^^ Rome, being greatly annoyed at tbe 

iicitir • ^ conduct of bis Chaplain, in embracing Catbo- 

iu t^L^^°"^ first serving his due time as a probationer, 

waa ^ doctrines of Pusey and Co., '* but that, really, it 

Ihe Q^'^fitrous Mr. Lee making an open profession in 

oiore o!^^^ ^^ Home, when he understood not much 

^Isttx cj ^^. ^^® ^^^ rudiments, he might say, of Tracta- 

•dv^^^^Wiies, and had never been initiated into an 

of tlx^ 2^^ cfe velopnaent of the secretly entertained views 

can Ci||,®^*i^ vi^x-iters, in favor of assimilating the Angli- 

*^ff fro^^^itcf -f^oraanism. Then by so abruptly with draw- 

^ il9 ^ista^blishment, his sons' late tutor had put 
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him to serious inconvenience ; and Mrs. Fosterton, witb 
all the worry occasioned by this inconsiderate youn^ 
man's conduct, was quite knocked up, confined to her 
own apartments; in fact, they were off for Florence in a 
day or so. His wife thought Rome emptying fast, and 
he quite agreed with her, it was perfectly insufferat^ 
when it did. Ems or Manheim would be their route, 
after a few weeks at Florence." 

A fair penitent is kneeling in one of the confessionals 
of the Church of Trinita di Monti. She had often knek 
there before, but never with a heart wrung with the same 
remorseful agony, as that with which she now poured out 
the secrets of her guilty soul, in the ear of her Jesuit 
Confessor. 

He well knew the strength and weakness of the heart, 
thus laid bare to his cold, callous, scrutiny, for he had 
helped, from almost the infancy of Seraphine Mardoni, 
to mould it, to promote his own peculiar views. And 
it was with a feeling now, almost approaching to admi^ 
ration, that he listened to the sad history of the stupen- 
dous sacrifice she had made, of the best feelings of her 
nature, and the acts of duplicitjs and fearful crime, she 
had performed, to promote the interests, and draw souls 
within the pale of that one true infallible Church, Mon- 
signore Reynard served so faithfully. 

He bad returned privately to Rome, and immediately 
after his arrival, intimated to the wretched Seraphine, 
through some of her friends, the nuns of Trinita di Monti, 
that he required, at a given time, her presence m the 
Confessional; the report of the Jesuit Father, who, in 
^^.h^WarLr ""^^^^ ^^'^ ^*'"^^' ^°^ ^^^ instrument 
trmTstte:^;Te^^-^^^^^^^ 

nies, he feared, at times X wnnM ^''''^'^^l^ ^^^ ^^ 
advisers, as well as h^rs^lf LT 1'"'''^°''^ ^^T f^^^^^'^^ 
fearful, crime, that, likeTd^^rcha?r n^^^^^^^^ 
down into a state of insufferfble "^"i^^^f ^%^^^ T^ 
were moments of truthfulness between T^" ^^^"^ ^^^ 
kened conscience, when she loathpH *k ^*^4 *» awa- 

"««iea the duplicity and 
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falsehood of her eveiy-day life ; and ventured to doubt 
the amount of good to be obtained, by sapping the bodily 
health, and unnerving the mind of the poor Jesuit victim, 
Mrs. Fosterton ; to be sure these dangerous symptoms 
were intermitting, for there were seasons of exultation 
and triumph, when her faithful zeal blazed out bright as 
dver, and her own intolerable remorse and anguish were 
forf^otten, in contemplating the signal success that had 
crowned her self-sacrifice, in the cause of Mother 
Church. 

On the present occasion, her over-wrought mind was 
suffering under the most miserable depression ; the con- 
version of Mrs. Fosterton's Chaplain even failed to raise 
her spirits ; but, on the contrary, seemed to add an addi- 
tional weight to the mental torture she had already en- 
dured. Unseen by either, she had been a witness to 
their last interview, for it was part of the policy laid 
down by her Jesuit directors, that she should on all occa- 
sions, unscrupulously watch and listen at interviews 
between parties placed under her surveillance^ and report 
the conversations overheard in this social espionage to her 
spiritual advisers. 

Seraphine Mardoni had loved herself, deeply and pas- 
sionately ; none but Him who knows the extent of human 
suffering, could estimate the cost at which she separated 
herself, for ever, from Luigi di Cortona. And while she 
listened to the wild delirium of Frank Lee*s avowal of 
love for the wife of another, her own heart bled at every 
pore ; did she not feel — should she not always feel — a 
love the most intense, for him who might now be the 
husband of some other woman. And a pang, bitter and 
lasting, shot through her soul, as she thought, " by my 
devices has this miserable young man been led, step by 
step, into that vortex of the affections, that hath scathed 
tny own soul." 

^here was something sacred in the eyes of Seraphine 
Mardoni, in une grande passions ; and though the wild 
pasaion o{ Frank Lee was unhallowed and criminal, still 
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there was bo much sad reality in his look, his voice, Ws 
%ords, that the feeimgs of the impassioned and hioicM- 
hearted girl sjrmpathised in his sufferings, while she bit- 
terly reproached herself for being the conducting «•- 
dmm, to excite within him lawless passion, that moit 
prey as a vulture on his soul. ^ 

Now, in the confessional, her head was bent in the 
bitterest agony, her spirit bowed down by remorse and 
sorrow, while her wily confessor spoke smooth words, 
meant to soothe and comfort her troubled spirit ; but the 
Monsignore Reynard had never loved, and could not 
understand the feeluigs of the devoted Seraphine. Jn 
vain he pointed out the triumph of this young heretic 
clergyman's conversion to the true Church, and the 
honor and glory due to her, for leading him to the sanc- 
tuary of the faithful, while he dwelt on the glonoos 
and signal results of his open profession of Catholici^, 
drawing others after him by the mere force of example, 
as weU as encouraging the timid and undecided, by this 
bold step, to fling away their doubts. 

8eraphine*s heart refused to be comforted, for the 
arrows of the Lord stuck fast within her ; and sin — deadly 
sin — stood revealed, in dazzling light, to the conscience 
of the guiltv penitent. 

" Father .f*' she cried, "there is a demon within my 
own breast, tells me the Church cannot purge away the 
abhorrent guilt of my blood-stained soul. I have ftuited 
whole days — I have prayed whole nights, before the 
Shrine of the Virgin, — I have lacerated my body with 
the Scourge at the Altar, — I have slept in my coffin, sur- 
rounded by dead Nuns, in the Vaults of Trmtto di 

J 'ro '.^^ smile was there,— her voice, and the 
words of Scripture she spoke, were in my ear ;—her kst 
look, in death, was before me,-I could^not shut them 
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Waved friends, — even her very menials, came in slow, and 
I solemn procession before me, and demanded the life I 

bad taken away 1 But when the Judge of all asked for it, 
t at my hands, I pleaded the commands of our true, infal. 

^ Uble Church; and the God of Heaven, and Earth, 

laughed me to scorn/' And the wretched Seraphine 
. burst into violent hysterics. 

J For some moments, her confessor had mentally con« 

. , signed his penitent to a dreary and living tomb for life, 

H within the Castle of St. Angelo, bat the very strength 

^ of her agony exhausted her sufferings ; and with that 

J powerful control over her feelings, she had been so early 

y disciplined to exert, she recovered herself sufficiently to 

g resume her confession, and detail the misery she endured, 

^ in practising so grossly on Mrs. Fosterton^s nervous 

{ system, undermining her health, and working on her cre- 

j; dttUty— completely unfitting her for the duties of life, as 

f a^ wife— parent — and mistress, — while the wretched 

victim of a well organized deceit, the late Chaplain, was 
di'ttwn into a violent, and hopeless passion, by her ma- 
chination ; for she had done her utmost, to bring him 
J under the influence of Mrs. Fosterton, as directed by 

the Monsignore himself, and encouraged within him 
feelings of admiration for his patroness, that led his im- 
^essionable mind to an insane love, that must end in 
oespair. The Jesuit heard her out without an inter- 
ijaplion. To draw away her attention from contemplating 
^he crime she had committed, he considered the best 
fiwative in her present troubled, and excited state of mind, 
^.| ^hurch's power and penances having failed to recon- 
ti ^ iT^*^ ^ herself), would be a revival of those natural 
ti«D ^sdao cruelly snapt asunder; she had strong affec- 
on /* ^^^ ^^ knew it, and these were now to be acted 
nil' ^ if tho pangs of a guilty conscience could not be 
^ouj^* t/iey might be stifled, which, for his purpose, 
nece^^^^^^^*" *« well; and the gifted Seraphine was still 
BDfU^^O^* ^^ <5arry out his views on the Fosterton familv, 
^r 0'rcm,t influence over the lady would ultimately 
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secvre die gentKeann; Imt imtfl a paUic pn^essioii was 
maJe. neaber of them ooukl be reckoned oo. f(Hr thoi^ 
Mrs. Fosteztioa sang Vesper H3rmiks, with the Nans of 
Trim'ia di Momii^ wad wordiipped in Catholic Churches, 
wfaik grief for her aster was vivid, and that she believed 
heiself acting, in acoordanoe with the wishes of her de^ 
parted spirit, suli the Monsignore knew the lady to be 
fickle^andthat if her spirit ■tarfirinw was to be withdrawn, 
the delusion would die away, and that the Fostertons, or 
what was moie more highly prized by the Jesmt, their 
children, and large influential Pnitestant tenantry , would 
be so lost, perhaps fcx- ever, to the Church of Rome. 

** My diwgfater, ^ said the Confessor, ^ hitherto you 
hare been prevented seeing your Earthly Parent; it was 
one of the penances, the Church, in her beneficent love 
for your soul, laid on you, to prevent your mind from 
being drawn avray from the great, and good work, you 
have accomplished. Remember, those who 'turn a 
sinner from the error of their way, shall save a soul from 
Hell.' You have brought into the true £uth, one openly, 
and another secretly; the conversion of this Heretic 
Chaplain shall be offered up as a good work, performed 
by the Daughter, to release her Mother's soul from the 
purifying Flames of Purgatory, that if this good work, 
had not been done, on your part, would have consumed 
her body,and soul, everlastingly. Then, there is another — '* 

Seraphine started, and shuddered ; wasLuigidiCortona 
amongst the tortured dead ? 

Breathless she waited for the Jesuit Father to speak 
again; he marked her agitation, and paused for a 
moment. 

*' He lives," he at length said, ^^ an accursed Heretic; 
to win his soul from Satan, and bring him back iiito the 
Church's fold, a believer in the ever blessed Mary, you 
long since vowed before her shrine to perform your 
mission, that glorious mission, your Holy Mother — ^the 
Church— entrusted to your care, the conversion of this 
heretic family. You must not faint, my daughter, in the 
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good work ; you must not give way to the arch tempter 
oi mankind, who would pursuade you to forego its 
blessed fruits, the saving of Luigi di Cortona's soul, his 
union with the true Church, and his union with yourself, 
when restored to Catholicity, and his country, by hum- 
bly submitting to the Holy See, and craving the pardon 
of " 

'*Holy Father,*' cried Seraphine, interrupting him; 
'Hhe pure, nohle-minded Luigi di Cortona, shall never wed 
such a guilty wretch as Seraphine Mardoni. Oh, no I I 
know him too well; if the whole world were to pronounce 
me guiltless, I would stand a base Poisoner before him. 
Tempt me not with earthly happiness. Holy Father ; we 
have parted for ever. To secure for him the pardon of 
that Church, that can alone save him, I would barter my 
own soul; but I would not pollute his bridal vow, to offer 
it up to a secret murderess. How his noble spirit would 
despise, and abhor met and Luigi!*' she cried passion- 
ately, *' my long lost, but still loved Luigi, no power on 
earth shall compel the guilty Seraphine to deceive yoti." 

** Then, he is lost in this world, and the next, " re- 
turned the Confessor, " if you do not finish the good 
work, the Church lays on you, as the purchase of his 
soul." 

^' Holy Father !" exclaimed Seraphine, *' I shall not 
look back ; but if this brain gives way before the good 
work is accomplished, is Luigi to be lost ?" 

" No,'' replied the Jesuit, '* the Church, in her mercy, 
only requires the good work you have the good intention 
of performing, and used all faithful diligence to accom- 
plish ; but you must submit implicitly to her guidance, 
and be certain she is able to save you, and all that are 
committed to her care. Remember, however, you must 
avoid the mortal sin of questioning her authority, by 
supposing weakly, that she would counsel anything that 
could possibly injure your own soul." 

Seraphine groaned, but was silent. 

•* My daughter," continued her Confessor, " you can 
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now be permitted to see your earthly fiU^er ; bat it nrast 
be behind the lattice, in the Convent of Triniia di 
Mmtij and you must be dressed as a Sister of Merey ; 
and remember, for your spiritual good, and his, die 
Church will have a concealed censor, to witness your 
meeting." 

"Holy Father!" returned Seraphine, **it will break 
my dear, kind, father^s heart, to see me in that dress. 
By your directions, I wrote to him at stated times, 
guardedly, as you wished ; but always led him to hope 
we were not separated for ever ; and in the letters you 
Ibrwarded me from him, he expressed the strongest hope 
I would not take the veil, and that I should return to 
Italy, to be a comfort to him in his old age." 

** And so you shall, my daughter," returned her Con- 
fessor ; ** but now you must meet him as a noviciate 
Sister of Mercy, on the eve of entering a cloister for 
ever, within a year. If you fiuthfully perform your 
mission, you shall return to him and to Italy." 

** To die \" ejaculated Seraphine, in the sad voice of 
the broken-hearted young. 

The absolution was solemnly pronounced by Mon- 
«gnore Reynard, but the heart of the penitent quivered 
with remorse beneath that priestly benediction; for con- 
science whispered, " Thy sin is not forgiven." 

Behind the lattice screen of the Convent of IVmiia 
di Monii, Signor Mardoni, in answer, to a summons 
from Monsignore Reynard, was permitted to see his 
only child. Scarcely a year had passed over since the 
lather and daughter had parted, yet, both now peit^ved 
w rapid and decaying change that had taken phu^e in 
tfte appeanince of either. Seraphine looked much older, 

^J^L'^^'^T''^^''''^ ^^ y««"* l^ad shrunk into 
an attenuated and wasted frame, indicatinir that Zr 
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pallid cheek, that fluctuated with every emotion. The 
Sigpnor, ^ho had married late in life, and was many 
years older than her mother, now looked aged and 
broken. The active energy of the old banker's former 
businees-like look was exchanged for a downcast ex- 
pression of countenance ; his erect figure was stooped ; 
and his bustling air dwindled down into a feeble gait, 
listless and unequal. The change to the initiated was 
easily accounted for^^the Church had graciously taken 
Signor Mardoni under her own peculiar care. The 
large fortune he had amassed, his daughter's Jesuit 
Confessor had already in idea appropriated for the benefit 
of his own order. The wealthy banker was made, in 
the first instance, to place a large sum at his disposal, 
for defraying the expenses of Seraphine Mardoni, at 
the very time she was employed as a governess by 
Mrs. Fosterton, at a scanty and inadequate salary ; but 
money, her Jesuit director well knew, was a powerful 
lever, to work out the purposes he had in view ; and 
Seraphine was supplied with all that was requisite to 
carry out his plans in the most finished manner. Her 
Hither murmured not at the vast sums thus drawn 
from him ; for he knew he was, in a great measure, in 
the hands of the Pontifical Government, from the liberal 
opinions he secretly entertained, and from having saved 
from confiscation, as much as possible, of his ward, 
Luigi di Cortona's property, by early turning it into 
ready money, and investing the sum realised in the 
English funds. All this he had accomplished with much 
circumspection and secrecy; and though it was never 
formally intimated to him that the transaction was known 
to the Holy See, still he was given to understand, from 
time to time, that they considered him in their power ; 
and it was only by entire submission to Mother Church, 
that he could purchase exemption from the grave charges 
preferred against him. 

He now met his only child under the close 9urveillane$ 
of the strict order she was associated with, and beheld, 
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with much gprief of heart, the sad and fearful chang^ her 

appearance had undergone. Of her mind he could judg« 

but litde, for she scarcely spoke. But the voice of 

nature was not extinguished -within the breast of the 

poor victini of Jesuit diablerie ; for the pressure of her 

attenuated hand conveyed to her aged parent, far better 

thaa words, that they had failed to estrange from him 

the heart of his only and truly- loved child. His own 

heart yearned to recount the miserable suspense he had 

endured on her account, relieved only occasionally by 

a short and unsatisfactory letter from Seraphine, remitted 

to him through her Jesuit Confessor ; but a warning 

look from his child now forbid such a communication; 

and he only entreated of her, in the most earnest and 

pathetic terms, *' not to enter a cloister for life ;" when 

this heart-rending interview was brought to a close, 

by a signal from the Nun in attendance, and the hands 

of the father and daughter again met ; but this time a 

small billet was slipped by Seraphine into her parent's 

hand, and drawing down her veil, she retired with the 

holy sister, after practising on her tutor, for the first 

time, the same species of deceit he had so ably instructed 

her to adopt towards others, to benefit that false Church 

whose foundation is built on hypocrisy and lies. 

The short note she had thus surreptitiously conveyed 
to the old banker merely intimated that his child was not 
what she appeared, a noviciate Nun, and an assurance 
that she never would take the veil, but that, if she lived, 
she would return to him within a year, and atone, by a 
life of devoted duty to her father, for the sorrows and 
Qrimes of the past. 

'' Poor child 1 " cried the old banker to himself, as be 
read Seraphine* s billet, in the solitude of his bureau^ with 
the door treble locked, and the windows blinded, so as 
to exclude effectually the prying^ eyes of the apirri Pro- 
pagandist. *'^ She is in their hands, and at their mercy, 
and her own father is powerless to save his only child. 
Great God I When will there be an end to Priestly 
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power in this country ? When will Italy arise, and shake 
off the vultures that feed, as it were, on our own hearts' 
blood, hy robbing us of our offspring, to enable them to 
snatch from us the hard earnings of a life of industiy ? 
the lazy drones themselves battening on the misery of 
priest-ridden Italy, fining, by one pious fraud or another, 
the industrious and upright ; confiscating others, by the 
pretended discovery of plots, concocted in the Vatican, 
and taxing all, to support this intolerable ecclesiastical 
rule ? Luigi di Cortona, you were right to fly from such 
a degraded land, until Victor Emanuel, or some other 
gallant man, sets us free. This Monsignore Heynard 
covets the wealth gained by my unremitting toil, during 
a long life, to extend that Propaganda of which he is 
now the head, and robs me of my only child, to accom- 
plish this holy end; seizes on her from her infancy, 
e&tranges her from the fondest and kindest of mothers, 
and denies my gentle, good wife, the comfort of one part* 
ing word with her heart-broken daughter ; and now, he 
pretends to me she is going to be shut up voluntarily for 
life as a Nun, separated for ever, by her own wish, from 
her aged father, unless the great bulk of my wealth, this 
Jesuit Priest covets for his Order, shall be handed over 
to the Church ; and 1 must either submit to be robbed, or 
die childless, a sapless trunk, with my child immolated 
against her will. Oh, Luigi," cried the old man, in 
Btifled sobs, " why did I not take your advice, and quit 
this land, enslaved by Priestly tyrants, for ever ? But 
then, my child ; she is in their power, she is under their 
influence. Still," be thought, " she must have suspected 
their robber views, to write me this ; and Seraphine is 
firin and clever enough to elude their power, once her 
eyes are opened. I must see her again ; we evidently 
were watched in this last interview, but money can bribe 
even Nuns to feel something like humanity. My daugh- 
ter is dying, and must be rescued at any cost.** 

The old banker lost no time in instituting inquiries, 
that he thought might lead to a discovery of where 
Seraphine was placed, and bring about another mterview 
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wDws IT rfmnwai Twitiimg iram tbor ghostljr ConfesBor, 
■nc & bhuok iDMrk ms: plu»d beiare tl^ name of Sigmir 
Mardoni. mnc im 'wn ^weahb oamadend as forfeited to 
tbe PrDgmsmda. ^ Xtns cfaobwfimt attempt, ocmtraiy to 
liie GnicrcL $ ardflE&, Id see bk ooihr cfaikL Fortuiuiely 
£ir ibe nid banlEflr. ibe decree mas not immediately car- 
xaec niiL 'OoBt, womc bave lA bim pfimilpaw in his old 
we. mn£ jwrhapy ai pzasoa to ^oae his ejes in« if he re- 
■lansSTBteiu ir eDdwroorBd to i e %eis e, this rigfateoos 
dfgwanr. of ids J^scxi &kaids; bat thej feaied to attack 
ibe bcbsr egifsnhr, wbiie tbe daughter lemaioed in Italj; 
amdFiarBDoewss zuA so &- icaaofv^ from Rome, bat tl^t 
Ibe tiiiagp af tbe gieat banker Maidoni^s mnfiwrarion, and 
iui J ua ii La a: ibe dy^itffgne of the Pontifical GoYenunent, 
vix^d beoertastoic»cbber.di9Cii9Bed,asitwoiildbe,by 
tbe iuBihr $be was viib. as an exciting topic of the day ; 
so that, imtQ Senphioe left lulj, her £Uher was compa- 
nttreh- safe. But tbe okl banker was, all his life, a 
practical and ohserraot man. and be knew too well tbe 
malignant natnre of the Propagandist power he had 
attempted to circomTent, but to which (finom not succeed* 
ing in his object €3i obtaining another interview with 
Soaphine) he concluded he was betrayed, that there was 
no kn^r any safety for lus proper^ or life at Rome ; 
and widi his usual prompt business habits, he set to 
work, cautiously and secretly, to withdraw vast sums of 
his ready money, and through the friendly assistance of 
a French firm, be had done business with for many years, 
lodged them, in their name, in the Paris Bourse, while 
he disposed privately, to parties who held his own poli. 
tical views, personal property to a large amount ; and 
through the instrumentality of the same French firm, by 
a representation to the French General, commanding at 
Rome, set off publicly for Paris, to negotiate a loan con. 
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nected with the French Commissariat in Italy, but with 
a secret determination never again to set his foot in that 
beautiful but degraded land. It was *' diamond cut 
diamond/' for the Jesuit Propaganda rejoiced at the 
absence of the influential banker, and behind his back 
instituted charges against him, as sanctioned by such 
priestly code, nicknamed, ** Law*' in the Romagna and 
Legations, and with closed doors commenced a form of 
trial of this obnoxious banker, they had long since con- 
denmed to penury, to enrich a powerful and unscrupu- 
lous Propaganda. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

For the delicate tissne of a spiiitaal mind is torn by those Bhaxp 



The stable woild had burst, a hollow bubble. 

• • • • 



AFTER Frank Lee was duly mstalled in the apart- 
ments allotted him, in the Propaganda College, in 
the Piazza di Spagna, and the excitement of his new 
position had in some degree subsided, he bethought of 
his neglected family at No. 13, Wimbledon Terrace. 
How was he to break to his fond and pious mother, what 
she would look upon as the apostacy of her son from 
revealed truth ? To tell her that his brother George's 
spirit indicated, by rapping on a table, that the inspired 
Scriptures, she believed so firmly in, and studied so 
closely, were not the unerring rule of faith, he well knew 
would be idle ; but to tell her, the returned spirit of her 
child rapped his brother into believing the doctrines of 
the Church of Rome, his parent, he was so well aware, 
regarded as a cunningly devised fable, projected by 
Satan himself, to draw away the souls of men from serv- 
ing the living God and "Jesus Christ, whom he hath sent,'' 
he blushed to think, this Christian mother would con- 
sider a fraudulent delusion on her son's imaginative cre- 
dulity. 

Those who embark in a downward course, must be 
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prepared to tumble down the rugged path before them, 
without attempting to pick their steps oq the precipit- 
ous road that leads to everlasting ruin. The only safety 
left for such who have committed themselves to a false 
and misguided career, is promptly, and without hesita- 
tion, to retrace the sad journey of error, ascend, it may 
be, with pain and difficulty, the steep declivity they 
slid so gently over in their fatal descent, and with their 
faces set towards Jerusalem, (the light of Qospel truth) 
climb up manfully, and hopefully, to that vantage ground 
they so unwittingly abandoned, to pluck the perishable 
and artificial flowers of man's devices, midst the dark 
and dangerous ravines of an apostate faith. 

Frank Lee, with his mental faculties prostrate, under 
the influence of an ungovernable and sinful passion, 
heard only the voice that led him so grievously astray, 
cry still, ** Onward — onward ! *' and, with that voice 
sounding in his ears, he wrote to his parent, announcing 
the grave, and, he knew, to her, heart-rending fact, that 
** her son had conformed to the Church of Rome ; express- 
ing his firm conviction in that Church's power to remit 
or retain the sins of mankind, and his own consequent 
belief in her mysterious, but highly consolatory doctrines 
to poor human nature, who required the outward aid of 
a gorgeous and imposing worship, to guide and control 
the senses, and so purify the heart ; as well as a priestly 
hierarchy, subject to no earthly laws, but with unlimited 
power delegated to them, by our Lord, to decide on all 
matters of faith, and bind and loose, as they deemed pro- 
per, the souls of men committed to their care." He 
added, bv way of postscript, *' that he never felt really 
happy before." But there was a gnawing at his 
heart, while he traced those words, that discovered to 
himself, blinded as he was, that they were dictated more 
to soothe and reconcile his parent's min d, than truly ex- 
press the miserable feelings of her son. He concluded, 
by signing himself, '* her affectionate child ;*' but the 
usual **fond love to dear Letty," was omitted; he 
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could not write her name at that moment; he scarcely 
dare think he had a sister. 

It was a sweet fresh morning, such as may be often 
enjoyed by the early riser, during the balmy forenoon of 
an Irish summer ; the widow Lee is busy, midst her 
flowers, in that neatly "kept parterre in front of No. 13, 
Wimbledon Terrace ; not a decayed leaf, but the old lady, 
still active, and anxious to be useful, has removed with 
her own hands ; not a drooping flower, with its sur- 
charged head of bloom and dew, but has been raised up, 
and carefully propped ; not a rose in the green lattice 
work that encircles the porch, and extends at either side 
of the gravel walk to the outer gate, but has been en- 
twined, with artistic effect, so that its graceful beauties 
may not '* blush unseen." And the aged widow, as she 
busies herself here and there amongst those gay bloom- 
ing flowers, is humming the Morning Hymn, with her 
heart full of prayer and praise to that great Creator, 
who, placed within the reach of his rebellious children, 
80 many objects, to the human senses, of delightful en- 
joyment, faded into insignificance, when contemplating 
the glories of redeeming love, but still, though transitory 
and evanescent, an earnest of those eternal joys which 
" God hath prepared for them that love Him." Scarce 
a window on the Terrace is unclosed, for Widow Lee's 
neighbours do not rise betimes, to enjoy, like her, the 
breezy fragrance of moniing ; and now she can work un- 
disturbed, and unobserved, and hum the opening hymn 
of day, and tend her flowers, looked at by none save the 
passing labourer, on his way to earn his daily bread, who 
lingers and loiters outside the railing, to take a peep at 
that little paradise of sweets, and the neat trim old lady, 
with her dark gown, and close fitting widow's cap shad- 
ing that benevolent face, so full of loving kindness. She 
is a ministeiing spirit, at that moment, to his enjoyment, 
and the rugged workman proceeds to his daily toil, and 
feels a happier man that day, for seeing Widow' Lee 
— - - her pretty garden, and recounts it all to his 
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"wife and children at his noon-day meal, to encourage 
them to be up and doing, cheerful, and neat, and con- 
tented in their humble lot. The thoughtful mother 
glances towards the half-open French window, to see 
what Letty is about, and the tidy and thrifty Letty is 
as busy as a bee, arranging that tastefully spread break- 
fast table ; and she places beside her motlier^s Bible, 
lying open, ready for that Christian parent to read 
the morning lesson of a heayenly Father's love, to 
her little household, the pretty wicker basket, with its 
leaf full of ripe, tempting, strawberries, still wet with the 
dew of morning, for Letty has culled them herself, in her 
own garden, at the rear of the cottage, where she assists, 
and presides over the fruit and vegetable department, 
and now comes in, laden with a quaint -looking old china 
plate, with a comb of rich fair-looking honey, worthy of 
the bees of Hybla ; and the widow Lee smiles, and won- 
ders '* where Letty procured the honey," and guesses, 
it was a present from Mary Elmore, who had been ill, 
and ordered to drink goat's whey, in the mountains, at 
Dundrum, but returned the evening before ; and as the 
honey was evidently meant as a surprise. Widow Lee 
turns away her eyes from the French window, and looks 
down the Terrace, towards Mr. Elmore's handsome house, 
standing so prominently at its head, and sighs, and thinks 
of his daughter, and of her own son, and wonders, Mary 
has not tripped down to see her before now, and hopes 
Mrs. Elmore will not set her to hear the children's 
morning tasks, shut up in that confined breakfast room, 
»t the back of the house, such a fine morning, and she so 
far from strong, and her happy, cheerful spirit so broken; 
and the old lady sighed again, and a prayer rose from the 
heart, that never reached the lip, for spiritual guidance 
for her estranged, but beloved, son ; and she pulled a 
-white rose bud, that grew on a stem Frank used to call 
** Mary's tree," and watch for the first bud, and trace its 
fanciful resemblance to her he loved. 

The firAt opening blossom of that white rose is in his 
mother's hand ; she designs it as a morning gift, for the 
N 2 
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fair grirl, she trusts so hopefully will he her daughter; 
and then thinks of Letty, and selects a small bouquet, 
oifering for her, in return for the pleasurable surprise, 
the peep through the French window discovered ; and a 
sharp, quick step is heard, and Widow Lee glances 
towards the gate that reaches to the avenue, and her 
heart slightly palpitates, as she watches. *' Will he stop?" 
for she bias ascertained foreign letters are delivered at 
that early hour, and the papers have announced that Mr. 
and Mrs. Fosterton, with their Chaplain and suite^ have 
arrived at Rome. 

*'Can that be a letter from Francb?*' thinks the 
anxious mother, as she sees the man approach, and 
before he reaches her gate, separate a letter from Yom 
bundle. 

'* It surely is !*' she almost cries aloud, and the gate 
is opened, with a tremulous hand, but the prevailing 
emotion is joy. 

The Postman passes the letter to her, without a word, 
and hurries on, and Widow Lee reads the directions 
addressed to herself, in her beloved child's handwritmg ; 
she moves not from the spot, but ejaculating a faint 
thanksgiving, breaks the seal ; it is dated, " Propaganda 
College, Piaaia di Spagna, Rome.*' She reads it twice 
over, to ascertain is it in her son's handwriting, but the 
characters are surely his, and the stricken mother reads 
her lost child's letter through. 

Mary Elmore is closing her father's door after her, at 
that very moment; how leisurely, how sadly, does she 
•troll down the Terrace, in the duwtion of No. 13. 
inere was a day when her elastic step, buoyant and 

-— — -VjukJ iAt.*h ; r ^'- ®"^ never com- 
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<o sue for pitj ; but she felt perhaps more keenly, for her 
sorrow rankled, as it were, silently in her own heart. She 
had at first hoped against hope, that Frank Lee would 
not remain unjust towards her, and that when he reflected 
on the sliglit grounds that amounted to none at all, for ac- 
cusing his affianced wife of estranged affections, he would 
express regret, and contrition, for the pain he had so un- 
justly caused. But day succeeded day, and no letter came 
from Frank, save one dated from London, and in that, 
he rather insinuated he considered himself ill treated, 
than expressed any wish to withdraw his former accusa- 
tion. Mary had carefully avoided meeting the Signor 
di Cortona, while he remained in the neighbourhood, nor 
did he seem to wish to intrude on her presence, but he 
had left Mr. Smythe*s, and was now in London, and she 
tried never to think ahout him, though that was rather 
difficult, for in the circle of Wimbledon Terrace, there 
was scarcely anything talked about but the rising fame 
of this gifted Italian, and his devoted preaching to pro- 
mote Scriptural truth. 

Mary grew paler, and thinner, and spent her time 
almost eiclusiveiy in instructing her younger sisters, 
and the smallest of her brothers, and worked, and read, 
and never was idle for a moment ; but sad, and sometimes 
bitter thoughts could not be banished, and a slight cold 
developed itself into a cough, and her mother in affection, 
the thoughtful Mrs. Lee, grew frightened, and in vain 
tried to alarm Mrs. Elmore, as to the state of Mary's 
health; but that lady could perceive no change for 
the worse in the increasing delicacy of her step- 
daughter's boks, her failing appetite, and her warning 
cough, and could only remark, *' She stayed within 
doors a great deal more than formerly, and executed a 
larger portion of needle-work, and that the children 
seemed greatly improved, and that now she had no 
trouble about their lessons, herself; Mary had relieved 
her of that worry, and seemed to enjoy hearing their 
tasks better than any other amusement." 

But Mr. Elmore took Mrs. Lee's view of his 
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dtaghter*8 case, and proraptlj called ia the advice of a 
diatinguiahed medical man. He at once ordered her 
change of air, and as much variety as possible, prohibit- 
ing all kinds of sedentary employment, and recommending 
gentle exercise, constantly in the open air. He felt her 
pulse, and looked in her face, and perhaps gave a very 
near guess as to where the seat of Mary £lmore*s disease 
lay. 

** WaR she fond of gay society ?" 

••No!" 

*^ She liked mountain scenery.*' 

** Oh, yes, enjoyed it more than any other." 

And this judicious physician ordered Miss Elmore 
**to the foot of Dundrum mountain, to drink goat^s 
whey, and ride on a donkey all day,*' advising her father 
to accompany her, and putting a decided negative against 
any young people, who had lessons to learn, being of 
the party. Mary returned, the evening before, from the 
mountain, without her cough, and looking vastly im. 
proved in health and spirits ; so thought Letty Lee and 
her mother; but there was a flush of pleasure on the 
affectionate girl's cheek, at meeting such dear friends, 
that had faded into a sickly pallor, as she now slowly 
moved down the Terrace to make the promised early 
call. She has just reached that well-known gate ; but 
her scream of surprise and terror brings Letty Lee to 
the French window, and, with an exclamation of horror, 
she rushes out to raise, with Mary*s trembling assistance, 
her prostrate mother ; the white rose-bud is lying on the 
ground, and so is Letty *s bouquet, but an open letter is 
clasped tightly in the insensible mother* s hand, and the 
handwriting is her son's. 

Breathless with emotion, the terrified girls attempt in 
vain to raise her. '*Js she dead?** their eyes ask of 
each other, as they look, face answering face, with dismay 
and sorrow, but neither could speak at that moment. 

The young day has now grown older than when 
widow Lee, active and cheerful, hummed her moniing 
hymn of praise, and tended her flowers ; the wiilkig^n 
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is going his rounds ; the bread cart is whirling by, and 
** nice young cress" is called from door to door by in- 
harmonious voices ; but their open baskets are filled with 
the wild esculent, so prized on many a dainty breakfast 
table ; half a dozen humble but kind faces are grouped 
around Widow Lee, assisting the terrified girls to bear 
her apparently lifeless form into that small pretty room, 
where a daughter's hand embellished the neatly laid.out 
hreakfast table with those ofierings of the heart ; social 
kindnesses, though it may be but a fruit or a flower, still 
gathered by the hand of afi\;ction, cement family ties, 
and indissolubly entwine those who dwell together in 
unity, as brethren. 

Mary Elmore's trembling finger is on the flickering 
pulse of her beloved and early friend, as they lay the 
unconscious woman on the sofa; with pallid lips, she 
cries out to Letty, " your dear mother lives !" and mes- 
sengers are dispatched in all directions for a doctor, and 
some are sent to summon Mr. Elmore, and Letty Lee 
is trying to force a little wine through the closed teeth 
of her insensible parent, and Mary Elmore is rubbing 
the palms of her hands with vinegar, and Frank Lee's 
letter to his mother is lying open on the ground. Mary 
dare not glance towards it ; she feels its contents would 
rob her of the little remaining strength she now exerts 
to relieve the aged sufferer, who was to her as a mother, 
and assist the afflicted Letty, who in her anguish and 
terror seems to forget the cause. But the suspense to 
Mary is intolerable; still she dare not trust herself to read 
that letter. There are moments with every body, when 
they feel the impending evil is come, and thus felt Mary 
Elmore, and asked no question when her father picked 
up Frank Lee's letter, read it hurriedly, and placed it 
in the breast pocket of his coat, and gazed with sorrow 
and pity on his old esteemed friend, and shook his head, 
and compressed his lips, and looked as if he thought, it 
would be well, the fond heart of the mother would never 
again awake to the overwhelming sorrow inflicted by 
her son. 
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Bat the Doctor is in the room ; he promptly bleeds 
the sufferer, patiently enquires into every circumstance 
connected with her sudden ilkiess, has her undressed 
and pat to bed, and leaves her breathing, but still on- 
oonscious. As he walks down the Terrace with Mr. 
Elmore, confides to him his private opinion, '' She may 
linger for a little time, but never will do any good ; the 
mental shock was too great ; an effusion on the brain 
ensued, caunng paralysis, sure to end in hopeless idiotcy 
for the remainder of her life.'* 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

When adTerae winds and waves arise. 
And in thy heart despondence sighs ; 
When life her throng of cares rsTeals, 
And weakness o'er my spirit steals, 
OratefHil I hear the kind decree, 
That as my day my strength shall he. 

Miss SioouBiriT. 

*' TT O W shall I obey my father, and leave you, Letty, 
XI to struggle on by yourself?" exclaimed Mary El- 
more, in great anguish of spirit, the evening before her 
departure for Belgium, where she was to accompany Mr. 
Elmore, and remain with him, while inspecting a line of 
railway, of which he had been recently appointed the 
acting engineer ; '* how can I bear to think, that you will 
be leil alone to watch over your afflicted mother, without 
me, Letty, to share your sorrow, and take your place, 
beside this poor sufferer, while you attend to your pupils 
each morning ; for though she scarcely seems to know us, 
yet her eyes wander sadly round the room, the moment 
either of us are about to leave it." 

**It is right you should go, Mary," replied Letty, 
sadly, *' your own parent requires your company to cheer 
him in a strange land ; and your health is much broken, 
shut up as you have been, nurse-tending my poor mother. 
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to enable me loearn, by my papOfl, what keeps ber with- 
oat a want of any kind, and pay those physidans. who* 
under God, may yet restore her to health. Bat now, as 
yoa aay, I must giTe up my pupils, for she seems to dis- 
like a servant, or stranger near her ; and I could not 
instruct yoang* people in the same room, with my poor, 
suffering mother, jabbering I know not what, before 
them ; still, do not fear, dear Mary, but that with the 
L<ord*s blessing, I shall get on, and have advice, and 
every luxury for her." 

Mary shook her head, despondingiy ; she knew Ijctty's 
disposition too well, not to feel certain, no self-denial, or 
exertion on her part, would be wanting, to add to her 
mother's comfort ; but their means were so small, and 
Letty looked so harassed and care-worn, with her 
strength, mental and bodily, overtaxed, needle-work, 
or any sedentary employment, would kill her. And 
even, if she were strong, so helpless was her parent, and 
so incapable of assisting* herself, that she required the 
whole of her daughter's time, when Mary would be there 
no longer to supply her place, so that the affectionate 
girl's heart died within her, when she thought of Lettj's 
8om>ws and privations, when she was gone. 

The two friends had, some time before, planned re- 

™oijng Mrs. Lee to a smaller house in the neighbour- 

i^' «r lodgings, and letting the pretty cottage, to 

i^^L^^u^^ ^~"»*^' *>"^ ^^^^ t^« experiment 

7heT^}A 7 ^'^P^ l»er into another house, to see how 

^lent a1.H T.^^*' Z^^^^ ^^ ^^^^d woman grew 

^i^^Ti^v'^'''^^'^ ^^ depriving her of her much- 

h^ye^rZ^^^ Mary would 

^tty!^elT^^^^ *" Wimbledon Terrace, and share 

fromhispurp^'*^^,^^yW her father have been moved 

try ; and ev7nTow ^n h? ^*^ ^a^&hter out of the coun- 

Letty should join her in « i ®!® ""^ ^""^^ff' proposed that 

let her stay ne'ar the fronds ^,^^^^^ ^^ M^' Elmore, to 

h^l^'^r ^' ^*« parent affil!- ^"^ ^^ ««« *<>, for she 

him to be so decided i^Suw'^hr ^^^"^^^ "^^^^ ''^^^<^ 

^ ^er away. Her father^s 
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time was sure to be much occupied ; and he was in the 
habit of taking none of his famUj with him on these pro* 
fessional tours, so that she could be little or no use to 
liim ; but Letty would not hear of it. 

** Oh ! no, Mary," she cried, *' you must go ; it would 
kill you, to stay constantly, as you have done, with my 
beloved mother, looking at her as she sits there in her 
arm chair, near that French window she was so fond of 
liaving open ; deprived, I may say, of all consciousness, 
for she seems to me, at times, now, not able to distinguish 
either of us, and does not care about anything, not even 
one of her own favourite flowers, when I place it in her 
hand, but looks up so vacantly in my face. It is hard, oh 
Lord ! to say, ' Thy will be done I ' " and Letty Lee hid 
her face with a burst of sorrow on the arm of her afflicted 
mother's chair, as she sat on a low stool beside her 
parent. Mary Elmore was silent; but her eyes were 
dimmed with tears, as she gazed on the placid, but 
idiotic countenance of the stricken mother, insensible to 
the anguish of her heart-broken daughter listlessly lying 
back in her easy chair, neatly and accurately dressed, by 
the atifectionate Letty, as when able to assist herself, but 
now, with her glassy eyes fixed on vacancy, mumbling 
unconnected words, addressed to some invisible party in 
the room. It was truly a heart-rending sight; but 
Mary would not have deserted Letty, if she could, under 
Buch a grievous trial, and had tried to persuade her father 
she felt well and strong, and required no change, when* 
even her step* mother grew alarmed at her altered looks, 
and pronounced, Mary '* was far from well.'* 

Mr. Elmore possessed a sound judgment, as well as 
decision of character, and agreed with the physicians he 
called in, that nothing but a total change of scene, under 
God, could save his child, witnessing, as she did daily, 
the miserable affliction of those she so truly loved, with 
her own mind unstrung, by cruel disappointment and 
deep sorrow, for the apostacy of him she had loved so 
-well. The line of railway in Belgium, offered at this 
juncture, which the kind father did not hesitate to ac 
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r«»n: Mr*, ^-vr ar lfi«7" iirc nmA tine to consider, hur- 
T?*. i.t- T**-»urT^.T»^ «n£ -rwsg an earir day for their 

T;...:ir ri^ aq a. ' in«> *"iie ooold not possibly 
Ttn ae^ ^^h^ Himm could not leave her 

^. Azr^ t»r nf iffouL gJ bis cJiild's company 

^ir^ ^»^ T^v ia*-i>c!itf It ter parmt^s kindness, to 
'vi.ne -fcrr '^ms. isi*3*rW ictair9if£ ; uid tlioagfa she felt her 
•sr^ -PK't: • .- -^ wi^ TT nmL fCiC sbe noamed so truly 
trt- »**- 4*.M** am: a£!W f-iaid. and sympathised so 
i»^- • r :,v '•rrmw n" a* miKi i™d Letty, that, if pos- 
•#r.*.t. <»*• 'w-^^ rwTTj TmauBK tr asset h«r, in watching 
i«rr- :?if ^-.>ifc'--s:T>r ^w^^ 'rtp aire regarded herself 
w :: :♦** a5«*rw«st a & -mrOlier. and towuds whom she 
f-: ju :.»^ ^^'^'-'-nrf anc li^^ rf Ae viost aflectionate 
r*.«,i >i -^NR nt utf «««^ re 7«ranar* sfce feh with Lietty, 
i' 'w^t^ iw-^' tr -55»^ . -^ Ti<r wil V Al t ; '^ hot those who 
arr iirx;::-:^- an*"^** litt r-npRnnt nf srace, God's children 
Tw »r:v.:\-«;. wt««r y asuiig i^i ' tHii *^ the deep waters of 
afiu-iv'.T^ a*r r.ftim*T-wi£ ly ^le aMEng sense of a hea- 
'^Wi^ FsiTjw?: < ir'5T^ whr hnpfck ik« on a hdieving child, 
w»r :jyr-»r»m- ir «n^ )mrami aMi^ tkm the omniscient 
Jnriiyr a:" al. itfoi^ n f xifjg a g r to the f>oal*s health 
anc 5fc»p*x- -ST ihai, ^h^ h«r rf saKation, when passing* 
Tinder ttv ynfc<» wT a -father's cw^ii^ Iotc, though at the 
time * rnfvnn^ v Wwr.*" i<5 sdH t a upptated and comforted 
Iw Aat -^STflCTT «f aBvTpTwai.'^ winch enaUed Panl to ex- 
c^sna. * For I r^c^im. that the snfcrings of the present 
t™e are ix^ wtrthy t<% he compued with the glory 
^iach Aal] he Rfnaed hi «.'^ And those afflicted ones, 
Khe God's hefievii^ people, throoghont all genera- 
i under evenr possible Tariety d circumstance, 
^, ^ ^ ^ "** ^ •» ahidfiag sense ci redeeming love, 
that otderrthaB things wisely,** and bowed their hearts 
m prayer to Bim, who was a "man of sorrow and ac- 

?J?^ r?^ ^^" y^ -«nigHty to save," -God over 
ui blessed for ever." 

K.:^*5*5*T^' ^^""^^ **** **^' ^^^ ^iffrs. Lee's passive 
h«id mthm both of hers, and looked long and sadly into 
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the beloved face, that now gave no answering glance of 
recognition. 

" My more than mother,'* she cried, " is it thus we 
ai-e to part ? But why should I mourn over the Lord's 
redeemed? Oh, No! Letty, let us rejoice that her faithful 
Spirit is spared the agony of knowing her child, her be- 
loved child, has ' trampled on the blood of the Covenant,' 
and seeks redemption in *■ corruptible things,' the vain 
imaginations and devices of sinful men, ilinging behind 
him the revealed word of God, for 'profane, Knd old 
wives' fables,' falling away from the knowledge of the 
Lford, to believe — what ?" 

** A lie," responded Letty, mournfully, " a huge, dis- 
torted lie, that attempts to clothe itself in the garb of 
truth ; but the arch apostate who cunningly devised it, to 
rob the Saviour of His Glory, is the * Father of lies,' 
and my Brother, " — the Sister wrung her hands in an- 
guish, — *' the Brother I loved and hoped would establish 
my own faith, is to perform his Mission, and propagate 
error amongst his fellow men. Oh, Mary ! pray for him ; 
forgive him ; the Lord may yet restore him to you, to 
me — to that vital Godliness, that alone can save from the 
snare of the Evil One." 

Mary Elmore was deadly pale, for it was the first time 
Frank Lee had been alluded to, by either herself, or 
Letty, since the fatal illness of his mother. In a broken, 
but still firm voice, she now said, *' From my heart I for- 
give him Letty, from my heart, I pray for him; pray for 
the teaching of that Spirit, that renews the heart, and 
dispels the illusion of Satan, and of our own corrupt 
senses; but Frank Lee can never be restored to me, Letty, 
but as one, I forgive, and pray for ; the act that smote 
her," — and Mary pointed to his afflicted Parent — " for- 
feited for ever my esteem, for it proved him, who was 
brought up in gospel light, a weak man, the dupe of his 
own vain imagination, seduced into believing absurdities, 
propounded by artful and designing men, to subjugate 
mankind. I could only love the steadfast and sterling. 
I love your brother no longer, Letty, but you are, and 



ever ^al Ib^ ±is: ooer 'si mew fceact.'*' ami hcA sizis 
«»r» daaoe^ 3L «aB&. locrs acB&.a£iif w^£E2edcad ethos 
caeek v:::^ t&tiar deaEsz ami It^E. Lee ss =x fcer srs 
cfiair 3in;::£r3i^ ^t^diafied sentssD^ suf sccaocd oodjsf 
Cif '.b*sr srJdL aoii ao^ ooi^ ai :&e Ori^srr cc St. I^ilip d 
KerL kj^ei: b«i:«» tihe poe&Bae ef & Sozit. vbooi be tzied 
tc b»aeT« noKd tse <&ad. and ^iZMsd <swr ibr tbe ttfrd 
t?Be« a Laris. Seniee. =. kvoroc' (::«- presdJ^IMtT: be 
baii f^e PmUn mod ciae .^tfrei f o aor jvC and yawixd 
wearlltf aiud wcuiaed wiere uk Fostertons woe, acd 
■p>t£:.«lAred wij^T, vio vas to lie dnr cocfessor, vba 
ther o>ci'>niied to the CIlctcIi of Borne, and robbed 
tbe Saint of his doe. br lepeatine, five instead of sera 
time*, tbe AVoom belwe Ins Sbnne, and cmtaiied tbe 
Paten and Azm ndir; bat Mr. Frank Lee was eao- 
liderablj tired of a ^developed r^Egion:'' yet d)e 
Spirit within him, still cried «* Onward''—*" On vaid."* 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Bnt I saw it in the pleasant home, where Religion smiled upon 

content, 
And the satisfied ambition of the heart rejoiced in the favor of 

its God. 

IN the railway carriage Mr. Elmore and hlB daughter 
travelled in, from Bruges to Brussels, sat, a Foreign 
Gentleman, evidently in the decline of life, yet still, 
strikingly good looking, with a brow overcast with deep, 
and apparently painful thought, though the habitual ex- 
pression of his countenance seemed to be cheerful, and 
full of that quiet energy, which denotes the practical man 
of business; his cheek, smooth and rounded, unwrinkled 
by the petty cares of life, bespoke him a successful voy- 
ager in the world's ocean of traffic, while the unmis- 
takeable tournure of polished society, relieved his air and 
manner of anything approaching to the offensive purse 
pride of the low bred monied man. He looked long 
and fixedly at Mary Elmore, whenever her eyes were 
turned in another direction, and whatever he saw in her 
face, seemed to affect him with sad recollections ; for 
after one of those abstracted and observant looks, he 
sighed heavily, and sat for some time with his dark, and 
still handsome eyes, closed, as if engaged in deep thought; 
then, suddenly turning to Mr. Elmore, addressed him in 
English. That gentleman, somewhat surprised at hearing 



▲HD IBOPAfiAJCDlSTB: 

^ : ^nuT^MT- espms himself almost like a nrntive in bit 
€mz, m itisf ' tDaj-tte, replied in the same language, aad aa 
ar..matfA^ a:;., a^reeabie ronverBation took place between 
Xin Twi s^^uemexu i«lative to the coiintiy they were 
7%aiii;.:ir umva^rtu ultimateiy joined ia by Maiy, who felt 
nrxi . niurj. ammcied towards this elderly stnuiger, and 
Tsau u. nt» countenance, that he already entertained 
v>waivi> ne: ute rrienditest feelings. There were no other 
nall»'u:r^T^^ u: the Co^e they oocnjaed, and the foreigner 
inr-i::uvi;^A«, ic tne course of oonversatian, ** that he wai 
ai. Iz&iur vvfimt, pnosecnted in his own country 
ix r..*.^.nc. ^u: nul expressing, liberal sentiments ; that 
tu$ oni\ cniid was s^ied on by the Church, to get 
Tu«ise«i3(u^ of his weahh, d^ b^ng his sole heiress; 
tna: wmo. he had oautionsly taken steps to procure an 
nnwai.-iw'*! inm^iew beerwoen him and his daughter, and 
asK'TSau: frrtm herself, her real position, and if possible, 
trtv he: trom tne power of her Spiritual Guides, he had 
hf^x hcrr^%Yd, and knew too well, that his only safety for 
iuV anc propenr^ was £ight; that throu^ a French 
h.iu:!«r inr greater portion of his wealth was secured, and 
ina: he hali adrt>iihr muiaged to get to Paris, by lulling 
the Stt^r4<->ns of hk Ecclefiiastacal foes, lest they should 
suppv^st he mfsiitated anything like abandoning his own 
countnr; that his arrest in Fans had been actually uego- 
tiai^i bj hi$ Jesuit parsnecs with the Emperor, but that 
tbe French firm who bad so ahlr assisted him in re- 
moving &tHn Itabr^ now befriended him, by placing his 
money in the English Fonds, and procuring for him a 
pas^Mirt, unio- aa assumed name; but that until he had 
crussed the frtmtier, he had considered himself anything 
but safe.*^ 

Mary felt greatly interested, and Mr. Elmore con- 
gratuLUed him heartily on his escape, and proffered hie 
services to aid in discovering the refugee's daughter, by 
writing to an influential party of his own profession in 
Paris, who was under some personal obligation to him- 
self, and held liberal opinions. 

The Sig^nor expressed himself greatly obliged ; and on 
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Mr. Elmore mentioning the name of his friend, dis- 
covered that this leading engineer was son to the head of 
the firm, who had acted so kindly and efficiently, in saving 
the persecuted Italian from the vengeance of the Jesuit 
party at Rome. 

The Signor, much pleased with his intelligent and 
agreeable companions, spoke with much openness — more 
like an old friend than the passing acquaintance of an 
hour-— detailing, that he ultimately intended settling in 
England, but that he had come into Belgium, having 
received a vague hint, that his daughter was at Brussels, 
but that he feared it was a trap laid to get him into a 
country that, however liberal in politics, countenanced 
and encouraged the Jesuits, and that he knew their 
power to be subtle and powerful, and so unscrupulous 
in the use of means, that if he escaped without being 
poisoned or stilettoed, he would consider himself a fortu- 
nate man. 

Mary was horrified, and looked anxiously at her father, 
to propose some plan that would throw a shield over this 
persecuted foreigner ; and Mr. Elmore, with the sturdy 
independence of a British subject, proposed that he should 
come to the same hotel at which he and his daughter 
purposed stopping, and remove to apartments afterwards 
in the same house they might lodge in, during their stay 
in Brussels. 

The Italian seemed greatly gratified, and was profuse 
in his thanks, and for the first time mentioned his real 
name — " the Signor Mardoni." 

'' Mardoni I " exclaimed Mr. Elmore, '* that name is 
familiar to me.*' 

" I dare say," returned the Signor, carelessly, " you 
may have heard your French friend mention it," 

After a pause, he turned the conversation, by ad- 
dressing himself almost exclusively to Mary, asking her 
many questions about her mother ; ** he was always 
curious about young ladies' mothers." 

'' Her's had been dead since she was an infant." 

*^ Had she brothers and sisters ? " 
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'* Yes : a great raanr." 

^' Ave ! but were they her mother's childreii ? " 

*' No ; she was her only child." 

^* Was she considered like her maternal parent? He 
was sure she was.'' 

A strange sannifle stole over Mr. Elmores mind, as be 
replied — 

''*' Yes ; Mary has a look of her mother, but she has a 
perfect resemblance to my first wife's younger sister, 
when she was at her age ; my daughter is caUed after 
her ; and only Mary has a dash of her father*s sturdy 
firmness ; I think she is extremely like her aunt in dif- 
position, too . Did you ever meet her, Signor ? She was 
married in Paris, some twenty years ago, to a country- 
man of yours." 

" She was my Angel Wife ! returned Signor Mardoni, 
emphatically, while he took the hand of Mary £lmore 
and pressed it to his lips ; '* and your daughter, nature 
intended, should be more like her in face, and, I am sure, 
in disposition, than her own child. The moment I saw 
her enter the carriage, her extraordinary likeness to my 
beloved wife struck me ; but when she spoke, so iden- 
tical seemed her voice with the well remembered accents 
of my never to be forgotten Mary, that 1 felt assured 
they were near relations, and forbore expressing my feel- 
ings, until I traced in her ideas a similitude to my kind 
generous wife. Your sympathy," he added, turning to 
Mary Elmore, " for my childless and persecuted state, 
left me nothing to wish for, or almost enquire after ; I 
felt certain of your identity, and never shall consider 
myself without a daughter, while you accept from me the 
aiiection of a second father." 

Mr. Klmore was delighted with his brother-in-law, 
whom he had never seen before, nor, indeed, whose name 
he scarcely remembered, his own wife dying the first 
year of their union, he knew little, or nothing of her 
laiiiily, who were English, and like a dream remembered 
her younger, and only sister, had married an Italian 
banker, in Paris, rhortly before his own wife's death ; 
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and his subsequent marriage, and his sister-in-law 
residing entirely abroad, prevented any intercourse taking 
place, but he had always thought his daughter exceed* 
ingly like her foreign aunt, with the same gentle, loving, 
disposition, blended, as he had expressed it, with ** a dash 
of her father's sturdy firmness.'* Mary Elmore, besides, 
possessed what her aunt did not, that inestimable bless- 
ing in her early years, a true Christian friend, who 
formed her character, and fixed her principles, on the 
basis of Scriptural truth, and, in hopeful prayer, sought a 
blessing on her labours, which was not denied : for Mary 
w^as a consistent and sincere follower of the meek and 
lowly Jesus, redeemed by his love — sanctified by his 
Spirit — like Samuel, walking before the Lord, blameless 
from her youth upward ; and now, did she, in a foreign 
land, forget the pious guide of her childhood— that 
mother to her orphanage, at whose knee she first lisped 
her infant prayer ? Ah ! No. In the cool delicious 
mornings of a Belgium autumn— in its noon day heat^ 
exhausted, but not overcome, might this fair young girl 
be seen, with her pale check, and frail delicate hand, 
diligently working away in the little room her father de- 
dicated to business; a large unfinished map is before 
her ; different engineering plans lie scattered around ; how 
busily does the attenuated hand, almost transparent in 
its wasted beauty, trace those intricate lines ; how ac- 
curately and graphically does it arrange, and map out 
the crude sketch of her father's geographical survey. 
Her thoughts are far away — they are at No. 13, Wim- 
bledon Terrace. She, sometimes, pauses at her work, 
and looks out of the window, that opens on an angle of 
the old fashioned court-yard, but sees only Widow Lee's 
flowers blooming in their trim parterre ; their perfume is 
wafted by her ; it fans her cheek, and kind and loving 
voices are in her ears. Now, the beloved mother greets 
her as of old : then the merry laugh of her girlhood's 
sister, the lively Jjetty, is borne on that breeze, and, before 
it dies away* the low deep tones of her young heart's 
first love, whisper vows of eternal constancy ; and Mary 
o 2 
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Elmore starts, and with a flushed cheek, resumes her 
daily task. She now sets to work in right earnest, and 
her soft blue eye grows brighter, as she thinks her patient 
toil is certain to realize thirty shillings a- week, and a sad, 
sad smile, plays round her beautiful mouth, for her 
weekly task is accomplished, and she is writing to Lictty 
Lee. 

A. tear may here and there blot the page, but who 
would not envy Mary's feelings, as, on the eve of each 
Sabbath day, she revises her six days' labour, and sits 
down to write that letter of loving kindness to her afflicted 
friend, and folds up the Bank order for thirty shillings, 
and rejoices to think that the Lord has enabled her, like 
Paul, " to work with her hands, to give to them that 
needeth ! " The recording Angel jotted down in the 
Book of Life, that labour of love, insignificant as it may 
appear to the selfish millionaire, but to be read at the 
great assize, before an Almighty Judge, when mankind 
is put on his trial, surrounded by Angels and Archangels, 
and all the company of Heaven. And are there not many 
such acts of self-abnegation and Christian love to be 
recorded ? Surely, yes ; for the cup of cold water given 
in His name shall not go unrewarded ; and there is a 
sunshine in the heart of the giver that in itself is reward 
sufficient. 

That sunshine was Mary Elmore's ; nor did she neglect 
her other duties. How like home did her father's^o/bn look, 
each evening, on his return from the scene of his daily la- 
bours! Mary was there to meet him, in her neatly-arranged 
toilette, with a smile of fond welcome lighting up her 
gentle beautiful face ; fresh flowers are in the gay vases, 
and a comfortable English carpet covers the tiled floor. 
Mr. Elmore dines early in a ca/S near the works he is 
employed superintending; but now an easy chair is 
placed beside the table, where his aflectionate child 
busies herself preparing his favourite tea ; his brother- 
in-law, the Signer Mardoni, strolls into the room from 
his adjoining apartments, and shares the social meal, and 
discusses matters, public and private, with father and 
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daughter, and sighs to think of his own estranged child, 
and chides Mary Elmore for writing so much every day. 
The window of his room overlooks her father's little 
study. *' What can she write and draw plans about, 
before anybody in the house is up but herself? '* and 
Mr. £lmore smiles, and tells Mary ** to gratify no idle 
curiosity,*' and keeps her secret ; for he is the purchaser 
of her toil, and the father judges of his daughter by 
himself, and judges rightly, that she is happier and better 
to be employed, and tacitly understands how the fruit of 
her labour is appropriated, and blesses God, that gave 
him such a child. But Signor Mardoni's caleche is at 
the door, and, seated in it, are three, who enjoy vastly 
their evening drive in the beautiful environs of Brussels, 
and they return to hear Mary read some favourite author 
to her father and uncle ; and the Word of God is 
perused before the little ^household separate, and Signor 
Mardoni's voice is mingled with the family prayer, for 
the Scriptures of Truth are no longer to the aged banker 
a sealed book. But a visitor is expected this evening, 
and Signor Mardoni is fidgetty, and looks out of the 
window, and, at his watch, alternately. Mr. Elmore is 
deep in the study of an English newspaper, delivered by 
the last mail ; and his daughter's cheek varies like an 
April day, as she sits there, trying to finish that pencil 
sketch, she has promised her uncle. Why does her fair 
hand slightly tremble, as she hears the Signor joyfully 
exclaim, **He is come?" Is it maidenly pride, or 
wounded feeling, because she was once accused of pre- 
ferring him to another ? Perhaps it was something of 
both, but a flush like crimson is on Mary Elmore's brow, 
and now it is pale as monumental marble, for her hand 
is pressed to the lips of Luigi di Cortona. His former 
guardian embraces him, as a parent does liis long lost 
son, and a tear stands glistening and unshed in the 
young Italian's dark eye, as he turns from Seraphine 
Mardoni's father, to shake hands with Mr. Elmore. 

From day to day is Luigi di Cartona's stay prolonged 
in Brussels. He tries to persuade himself it is because 
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the Signra* Maidoni U onwilluig to quit the Godety of 
his newly.foand niece, and he has promised to accom- 
panj his <4d ward to England. Then Luigi is not idk 
or unemployed ; for he is writing in faTOor of the lelt- 
giooB and political enfranchisement of his own loved 
Italj, and is a missionaiy of God^s reyealed word to 
his brother refuget*^ who had fled for security to Belgium, 
their minds a chaos of doubt and difficulty as to the 
religion in whose prejudices they weie educated, and 
whose priesthood they abhor, as the merciless tyrants 
of a blinded and trodden-down people. To enlighten 
these men and their families in the simple truths of the 
Gospel did the young Italian Minister devote himself, 
with an energy and zeal that were worthy of the great 
cause he advocated; while the humble and unaflTected 
piety of his gifted mind edified all within his reach, 
and served to adorn the doctrine of God, his Saviour. 
The little band of faithful worshippers he drew around 
him increased daily, and Luigi di Cartona could not 
conceal from himself, that he rejoiced greatly that the 
scene of his ministerial labours was to be that winter 
in Brussels. 

" Why was this ?" he asked himself; and his heart, 
yearning for home affections, replied, " Because those I 
esteem and regard are here. Does not my guardian feel 
as I do towards Mary Elmore. From the fiist moment 
he saw her, he loved her; because she resembled so 
closely his lamented wife ; and, did I not feel my heart 
drawn towards her as a brother, since the hour we met, 
for the same reason ; for her look — her voice — ^her every 
gesture, reminded me of the gentle loving being who 
first taught me to prize the Scriptures of Truth, the 
sacred privilege of freedom— that birth-right of the 
Christian. Why, then, should 1 fly from her niece's 
society ? It is fraught with no danger to either of us. 
Mary Elmore's afiections are another's, though she never 
iiames him; and mine are blasted — scathed by the 
•imoon of superstitious bigotry, that separated me for 
ever from her I loved." 
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Thus reasoning, Luigi di Cortona continued to treat 
Mary Elmore as a fond-attached brother, and her reserve 
towards him gradually wore away. lie was so just-— so 
upright — so steadfast in his views — so patient and in- 
defatigable in promoting the service and glory of his 
great Master, and child-like in his reception of Gospel 
truth, that it was impossible for a mind constituted like 
Mary Elmore's not to feel the society of this young, 
Doble-looking Italian, as dangerously attractive ; with a 
similitude of ideas and feeUngs between them on almost 
every subject, that created a sympathy in each other's 
mind that both would deny was love; but still it ap- 
proached very near it ; and Luigi, seated beside Mary's 
mapping, related to her the history of his Hfe, and con- 
cealed not his devoted passion for Seraphine Mardoni; 
and tears stood in Mary's gentle eyes, and wonder filled 
her sympathizing heart, that the ** woman who was loved 
by Luigi di Cortona, and loved in return snch a noble 
nature as his, could ever be the slave of a false and 
degrading faith !" And she sighed, and was silent and 
absent the remainder of the evening ; aad Luigi's dis- 
closure of his own disappointed affections, failed to draw 
forth the history of her heart. Perhaps she thought he 
guessed it ; but he knew nothing of Frank Lee's apos- 
tacy from truth, and had yet to learn he and Mary were 
alienated for ever. 

The very next day brought a heart-rending letter from 
Letty Lee. She had laid her beloved mother in the 
dust. Throughout her last illness she had never re- 
covered her consciousness; but *'my lost son," was 
murmured with her Saviour's name, in that awful mo- 
ment that precedes the soul's return " to the God who 
gave it." 

Frank Lee stood from that moment before Mary 
Elmore as a murderer! — a horrible matricide of the 
best and fondest of mothers. Like Letty, she had hoped 
against hope, that Mrs. Lee's health in time would be 
restored, and that her son would be saved the bitter 
penalty of reflecting he had destroyed his pious parent, 
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by the reckkss Taniky of his inoonsderate act ; but this 
lingering hope was now swept awaj, and Mary's brain 
seemed as if oq fire« while she thought on the past, and 
dwelt on Letty Lite's bereared and friendless lot; and 
she tried to keep up, and look as usual, but the efft«t 
was too great, and a low, dangerous fever set in, and, for 
some weeks, Mary Blmore's life was despaired of. 

Beside her couch, constantly watched her afflicted 
father, and his compani<»i was her nearly distracted 
uncle; the warm-hearted banker had never loved bis 
own daughter as he had loved her. Seraphine was 
estranged frc»n him since her earliest days, by the cruel 
men who educated her to promote their own ends, and 
she never was permitted to evince towards her parent 
the affection of a child ; while Mary's grateful disposition 
responded to the distinguishing preference be on all 
occasions shewed her; and she was always ready to 
forego her own will or pleasure to minister to his comfort, 
or solace with promises of love and mercy, from the 
precious Gospel, his exiled and childless heart. Luigi's 
soul, during that fortnight of miserable suspense, was 
torn by grief and anguish. He tried to commit her in 
faith to Him whose servant she so truly was, and felt 
calmed and strengthened by these frequent visits to the 
throne of grace; but he no longer deceived himself. 
Mary Elmore was dearer to him than a congregated 
world! He felt as if, for the first time, he had loved 
one who was a help, meet for him, in the work a Heavenly 
Father's Providence had appointed him to perform ; and 
the basis of his affection was a common faith, associated 
with feelings of respect and esteem he had never before 
felt for any other woman. 

His heart trembled like an aspen leaf, the first day the 
fragile delicate looking girl was supported into the salon 
between her father and uncle. He would have welcomed 
her with words, if he could ; but there are moments the 
emotions of the heart are voiceless ; but Mary Elmore's 
gentle eyes met his, and she was satisfied with their 
greeting. 
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Luigi learned the history of Mary's mapping from 
her father, and afterwards from herself, and sat beside 
the couch she reclined on, and daily executed, rapidly 
and well, the allotted portion she was still too weak to 
iKTork at ; while Mary found out references for the work 
Xiuigi was writing, and he read and expounded God's 
AVord each morning, in her presence, to his inquiring 
countrymen, and prayed — ^how fervently ! how earnestly ! 
— ^for " the strengthening of their faith and his own." 
Mary Elmore and her unde enjoyed those morning 
lectures exceedingly, and felt more peaceful and resigned 
to the Lord's merciful dispensations in their individual 
lot; and Luigi's chastened and subdued heart praised 
the Lord for his goodness, and felt, with the Psalmist, 
** Blessed are all they that fear the Lord, and walk in 
His ways." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

z€ Toik, wpA &nJcs cad ftilizigs, 
ievrsred 'xstSt warped i& sense of beauty, 
12 2if I. III 1, tm ti> cffeioaks in the lower ; 
^ shall YST «!£&. its ivki& 



THE fiir Imfirmtnet c( Fnnoe Is kneeUng in her 
onlorr. Bende its lighted-up altar stands Mod- 
fignore Bejnaid, sDrgeoaslr azrayed as a dignitaiy of 
the Church. The Prit-^eu^ Her Imperial Msyesly 
kneek on, is emblazoned with the lilies of the Bourbon, 
and the golden bees of Charlemagne are embroidered on 
its cushion. 

The queenlj head bows in reverent adoration before 
the precioos relic of which Monsignore Reynard is the 
honoured bearer from His Holiness, the Pope — a small 
portion of the three-legged stool the blessed Virgin sat on, 
when she received the Angel Gabriel ; the rude timber 
now studded with diamonds, and presented, with many 
genuflexions, to the Royal Lady, after being duly adored 
by the Majesty of France, is laid on the jewelled shrine, 
and the ladies of the imperial suite in turn adore the 
Inestimable relique; and this is the '^ developed religion" 
of an infallible Church in the nineteenth century ! Such 
was the accredited audience of the distinguised envoy of 
(^lu'lMfi Vicar on earth : but the private reception takes 
plautt lu tho imperial bottdoir, with only one attendant to 
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witness the interview, and that one is a Sister of the 
Order of del Gesu, 

How anxiously attentive is the graceful Eugenia to 
every word that now drops from the lips of the Mon* 
Bignore ! How low, yet how distinct, he speaks, for the 
imperial ear alone. Palaces have huge hearing powers, 
and the Jesuit, in this sense, is a skilful aurisl. The 
Bubject he chooses to dilate on, is an all-absorbing one to 
the fair Spanish devote, whom an inscrutable Providence 
has raised to share the throne of him " who gives his 
power to the beast ;" the weal of Mother Church is the 
Jesuit's theme ; the aggrandisement of his own Order, 
perhaps, his real object ; but, happilv for Popedom, their 
interests are identical. How broad^ view does he take 
of Catholicity — the whole earth must succumb to the 
iron rule of the sovereign Pontiff ! The keystone of the 
heretical arch, those " Islets of the Sea," he assures the 
Royal listener, is *' sapped already ; it requires but the 
prayers of the faithful, to crumble Protestant England 
into a mass of unshapely rubbish, and erect on the ruins 
of all that is Protestant, that true infallible Church, whose 
sovereign head reigns in the Vatican." 

The Majesty of France, much moved, condescends to 
Volunteer a novena from her own Royal lips, to bring 
about such a desideratum, but the Monsignore, appreci- 
ating highly, as he does, such a powerful lever to over- 
turn the sturdy Creed, whose foundation is built on 
Apostles and Prophets, *" Jesus Christ himself being the 
Chief Corner Stone," reminds Her Majesty, that though 
this heretical arch is sapped by innovations introduced 
from Rome, and a stone here and there withdrawn by 
the skilful hand of the brethren of Loyola, to beautify 
and adorn the true Church, still the heretical arch is 
intact ; ready to fall to pieces, to be sure, but the loose 
stones must be removed, they will draw the solid 
masonry after them ; and some of those tottering ones 
are, at present, in Paris, and require but the sunshine of 
Her Majesty's smile, to hasten their withdrawal from 
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;:r-*3r. ii :..ijf ^ k ^raEr& it tie Caiboklc firmament, and 

TTiir ii% > <!;"• jurifi iiT Ha- Mjoesty's inspection, and 
fcir>-.Lr lat ir-^ ijmf* ir ie fiKT'.g'sisbed by Imperial 
IPT s: B7? nir i^u. ar^ukusiaiaHL tie Fostertons, and the 
l^AT' n-.i-^fT-i. ▼-iiaje '•xvir::!:^ bartsbed Father Tom 
lEx-raiiurt xr ILumHrnlijt. aaid 'mte the gocwl-natured 
i^ar- :z lus- 5'arr-o. rv-tssi- Mi i«z^ sect forth from his 
■iiui:a-,ir^*x uLTisu ir ins- ai£ i«c- azxic? stiange people. 
5sa- Xr^ I* -ina. hb* c^stj^'^^tsc ^ie is of far more csonse- 
cmsnrs^ v-icx unaerarifi Ix her rtlz^.o/as opinions, than 
vitsL siif 11^ liesse^ 1^ >f acL i-I-^K^srercig' Romanist ; and 
a r-'*raer^f jl xntTir* zc rtiirin- she ts sore to excite 
aiJisrsiSL i;^fC sui n-f^T r*cni«r ber steps, and so counte* 
iiBiir:^ i» asTS ^z h: j^sjuwist : azd the Charch of I^io 
ymu Lcf rjn^ioi: ]»lv$w -sKu^ja? no lenegade firom her 
ii^u^ S»£ it:^ r^ejini. tl-s* be cocdnned in her newly 
ma.xci'i nrftf^ x:iii Tveaves.. ia accordance with her 
iTT rr ^fa Xs-tfscy * ji na ig bst. a pciite intimation that 
bsr Tccsenrv s ex^^fcc^ a: tbe siand state hall at the 
J^fci-.«-i«^ ivtiz il p4rk ts wild about ; the Fostertons 
Ja^^ S«s: «c3il-y bro^cned: aad Mr. Fosterton, full of 
^azz^ ai>i eiirj^'ci. r=nes a xagrddcenthr furnished house 
ix zztt se^ascc =£ ;2k £me ce RaroU, and commences in 
ki^ sccris ^i$ wbiter campaign. His summer one, at 
>lar:-« *isn aad B»ien Baien« had turned out an unfortu- 
mte sper!:di:;xo : be bad lost ^ast sums of money, and 
the fraiii of gambar:^ had taken such possession of his 
mind, that be had lisqued, and lost every inch of unse* 
cored |voperty be possessed ; the Fosterton estate was 
not in strict settlement, and his law agent had been 
instructed, by his principal, to raise on its security some 
fifty thousand pounds, to pay off pressing demands, and 
carry on with in Paris ; he neyer dreamed of curtailing 
his establishment or expenses, and retrieving his affairs 
by judicious entrenchment ; some lucky hit or another 
was to restore him the wealth he so recklessly flung 
away, and make him a millionaire by a throw of the 
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dice-box. So thinks every gambler ; and so thought Mr. 
Fosterton, while he lived at a rate that tri^bled his full 
income before it was encumbered, and threw away 
nightly ruinous sums in the eager hope of making up his 
losses ; while his wife knew but little of how their affairs 
stood, and was ignorant of the extent of her husband's 
involvements, or to what lengths his propensity for high 
play led ; she only liked an expensive and fashionable 
style of living, as well as he did, and never thought of 
inquiring about financial details ; and with her nervous 
;ysteni deranged, and broken by poisons, mental and 
)iiy8ical, the matter of fact realities of life had no charm 
or Mrs. Fosterton, and, if forced on her attention at any 
iine, by circumstances, she was hurried, by Miss Her- 
lert, into some whirlpool of excitement, that left her no 
ime for retiection. Living now in Paris, the gayest and 
lost expensive capital in the world, with a luxurious 
)ourt, whose very stability mainly depended on its gor- 
eous shows, and grand spectacles, she floated down the 
rilliant tide, without one fear of the rocks and quick- 
inds, that beset her own, and her husband's downward 
Kirse. Milliners realised fortunes in the Champa 
'li/s^eSy in a shorter period than the gold diggers of 
[ilifornia. Fathers and husbands, under Napoleon III., 
ere irretrievably ruined after a few seasons. But the 
:autiful Eugenia was V Imp6ratrice of taste and fashion, 
well as Empress of the French ; and the cool calcu- 
Xng Liouis Napoleon, encouraged in his wife, and the 
lies of his Court, a passion for inordinate display, less 
g-ratify. his own predilections, than to wield an abso- 
,e power over a gay, volatile, artistic people, whom a 
ill- planned fete^ or a depressing shower of rain, will 
Lially turn aside from revolution and anarchy. 
The Fostertons, surrounded by such stimulants to 
nch forth, were not slow in following the magnificent 
play patronised at St. Cloud ; their house — their reti- 
; — their equipages — their soiries mustcitles — and their 
"^es dansantea — their ptquante dinners — their private 
icertSy and decorated Opera box — vied with the most 
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extravagant and brilliant of the season, in Paris. Then, 
Mrs. Fosterton had been specially noticed by the Em- 
press, and her husband's name figured among the most 
limited receptions of the Imperial Louis, at the Hotel de 
Yille ; so the Lady's toilette^ and parure of diamonds, 
could not be less than magnifique; and the gentleman 
gambled ivith a reckless desperation, as if he had paid 
up the policy of insurance on honne fortune^ and that suc- 
cess, like the destiny of Napoleon III., was a certainty. 

Mrs. Fosterton was still under the delusion that she 
was a Catholic in heart, and believed in the unlimited 
power of a Church that cannot err in matters of faith ; 
the spirit of the dead — the lost — the loved one — had come 
back to warn, and beckon her faltering spirit, within 
the sanctuary of the Church of Rome, Still, neither she, 
nor her husband and family, had yet been openly re- 
ceived ; there were lingering associations in the ininds 
of both, connected, as they were, with those, who de- 
nounced the monstrous absurdities of doctrines, they 
themselves, if they exercised the reasoning faculty at all, 
could not believe in. But the Jesuit's time was come, to 
triumph over this seeming hesitation. A grand service 
was to be performed in the Church of Notre Dame; a 
mass for the repose of the souls of what martial France 
loves to honour, " the departed Jbrave," at which, the 
Emperor and Empress were to assist ; the most beauti- 
ful and distinguished women in Paris were to follow in 
the train of her Imperial Majesty, who, on this solemn 
occasion, was, with the Emperor, to appear in deep 
mourning. The coquettish fan, with the graceful black 
mantilla, and an ample robe of the same sombre hue, the 
native costume of the Spanish beauty, the charming 
Empress, with a womanly consciousness of what became 
her best, signified her Imperial intention of wearing ; 
and the ladies, en attendant, were expected to be simi- 
larly attired. 

Since the time Diana of Poictiers changed the fashion 
of her sleeve, Paris was not in such a furor of delight. 
** Who was ? and Who was not } to be in the train of 
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he Empress,'' was discussed in salons and cafis, and 
speculated on by the Orisette, as well as the Duchesse ; 
ivevy pretty woman, at all within the horizon of the 
Dourt circle, practised, in private, the exercise of the 
an; old Spanish Duenna's, no matter how obsolete, 
vrere at premium, for it was a conceded point, the 
Spaniard alone can discipline, in the graceful art of wield- 
ig the fan, with that elegant propriety of gesture which 
istinguishcs the Andalusian Senora. The French 
^oman, flirts her fan — the English woman, merely 
)wers the temperature around her face, by agitating the 
ir with her fan ; but the well-bred Spanish beauty, ex- 
rcsses every emotion of her soul, with this national 
eapon. 

Eugenia the first, was an adept herself, in the subtle 
id skilful use of her huge Spanish fan ; and what, then, 
as the delight of Mrs. Fosterton, when the Empress, 
her own winning condescension, at a private con- 
;rt at St. Cloud, declared, " she must accompany Her 
[ajesty to Notre Dame;** while a Prince of the blood 
oyal whispered, in the moat insinuating tone, ** your 
y le is so Spanish, Mrs. Fosterton, the Empress is under 
e impression you were born to adjust a mantilla, and 
ield a fan." 

" What was to be done ?" 

The Emperor and Empress were to receive publicly 
e Eucharist, and so were their respective suites^ and 
e ladies joining in the Imperial procession. Sir Anthony 
iynard was in Paris, and he volunteered to Mr. Fos- 
ion his advice, on this nice question, first prefacing 
J conversation, by telling his friend Fosterton ** he 
«w a party who would advance him eighty, instead of 
y, thousand, on the Fosterton Estate, as he was aware 
\ man of business higgled about the security, and raised 
in is as to his power to encumber a property that was 
some degree settled on his children; but his friend 
uld insure Fosterton's life ;'* and so the matter was 
tied. 
And so it was, for the Jesuits who were to advance 
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the money would, to a certsdnty, have the Fosterton Es- 
tate ; for what between the interest on the eighty thou- 
sand, at a high rate, and the addition of something oyer 
three per cent, on insurance, it left the proprietor little 
or no income to live on; and he spending, or rather 
squandering, at the ratio of a princely fortune. Sir 
Anthony, having thus laid his friend Fosterton, under, 
in some degree, an obligation to himself, he discussed 
what everybody was talking about, the approaching ser- 
vice at Notre jDame, and congratulated his friend on the 
handsome compliment paid by the Empress to his wife, 
in personally expressing a wish to see Mrs. Fosterton 
there ; talking over the matter, in that easy, natural way, 
as if no doubt existed of her accepting such an honour. 
Much puzzled, Mr. Fosterton scarcely knew what to 
say ; he knew quite enough of Romanism to understand, 
that unless Mrs. Fosterton was publicly received into 
the Church, her appearance on so solemn an occasion, in 
the immediate company of the Empress, would be con- 
sidered an intrusion, and her receiving the Eucharist, sa- 
crilege. And he was far from being prepared to com- 
mit her, or himself, to a change of religion, that would 
interfere with his ambitious views, of getting into Parlia- 
ment, and effectually estrange from him that Protestant 
interest, which he hoped one day or another would return 
him member for his county. 

Sir Anthony was too well skilled a Jesuit not to read 
him thoroughly. His conversation gradually diverged 
to home subjects, and before they separated, he had 
promised that Mr. Fosterton should be returned, on the 
liberal (which meant Popish) interest, the next dissolu- 
tion of Parliament, '* expected daily, as the ministry could 
not hold on.*' Still, he was unable to bring his friend to 
the point he wished. 

That evening Sir Anthony Reynard might be seen in 
Mrs. Fosterton*s Opera box, and its fair owner evidendy 
gratified at the pleasing communication, he seemed 
most wUling to impart. " He had it from a source that 
could be reHed on, that the Empress herself commis- 




OR, A DEVELOPED AGE* 209 

ioned a lady of high standing in her suite^ to present to 
drs. Fosterton, as a mark of Her Majesty's appreciation 
>f her grace and beauty, a genuine Spanish fan, set 
n brilliants of great vahie, as no other ornament was 

be used by the ladies who assisted at the requiem 
lervice." 

Mrs. Fosterton was in raptures at such discriminating 
andesceiision ; and Sir Anthony retired from the Opera 
ox, after arranging the whole programme of her open pro- 
fssion of Catholicity, and public baptism, which was 
;ttled,at the Baronet's suggestion,8hould take place at the 
hurch of La Rochey the next Sunday but one precisely 
>fore the service at Noire Dame ; when he promised 
e lady, " more eyes would be fixed on the beautiful 
►nvert than on the graceful Empress herself." 
That night Mr. Fosterton won a good round sum at 
rds ; his antagonist evidently knew the game well, but 
! made some flagrant mistaices, and the winner was 
erjoyed at his luck, and offered to double the stake, 
lich was willingly agreed to by the young Englishman, 
10 seemed careless of losing his money. Again, for- 
le favoured Mr. Fosterton, but his opponent wished to 
ly on, and just then the party broke up, to tlie disap- 
intment of both gentlemen. The loser, whom Sir 
ithony Reynard whispered his friend, " had just come 
for an enormous fortune,'* regretted he was " to leave 
ris the next day, but that he would be back in ten days 
so, when Mr. Fosterton would grant him revenge.'* 
at gentleman, in high spirits, assured Mr. Martyn, 
othing would afford him greater pleasure ;" and this 
cealcd Jesuit priest retired, after playing his part in 

unprincipled farce that was to end so tragically 

1 the Fosterton family. 

Well, Fosterton!" cried Sir Anthony, the next day, 
hey lounged over the morning papers, in a cafi^ 
at young Martyn, I think, is fairly in for it, when he 
cs back from London ; I never saw a man, in my life, 
etennined on losing his money ; he plays a wild, un- 
'ded sort of game ; he has no chance with such a cool 
p 
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practised hand as you — he'll lose every doit, though, be- 
fore he gives in.*' 

" So much the better," returned Mr. Fosterton, care- 
lessly, " I like a real pig-headed fellow, who takes to 
one particular line of play, and sticks to it ; let me find 
out his game once, and he loses every stiver." 

^ Well ! I think you found out poor Martyn's, to some 
purpose,'* returned Sir Anthony, drily. 

*' I rather think so," observed his friend, with a wcH 
executed shrug. " I long to sec him again." 

** And give him his revenge ?" cried the Baronet. And 
both gentlemen laughed. 

"He is to be back,'* resumed Sir Anthony, **to gape 
at this requiem service at Notre Damn. By the by, how 
handsome ot the Empress, to send Mrs. Fosterton that 
superb Spanish fan. I got a peep at it as a profound 
secret, from the lady who had it in custody. The French 
women are dying with envy about it ; but the Empress 
is riglit, Mrs. Fosterton has just the Spanish iottrnHre, 
and will look quite at home in the mantilla ; those Paris 
dolls will look frights, though I am told some of them 
have bribed the court milliner enormously, to get at the 
exact cut of her Majesty's Spanish costume." 

••Emily has ordered her's from Madrid," returned 
^*r. Fosterton ; " so she told me this morning, and is wild 
at the thought of anything like a disappointment to her 

going ; and yet'* 

*• Why i" observed the wily Baronet, interrupting him, 
*' if she were now to decline accompanying the Empress, 
after the personal interest she has expressed towaids 
Mrs Fosterton, it would be looked on as a marked 
insult and Louis Napoleon is not exactly the forgiving 
sort of fellow m whose capital it would be plea^nl to 
remam one hour after. Then, a. a matter of course, 

nan^n^u^alr^ *^'^' ? ^^'^^f ^-^^-^ic can tike 
pail in SUCH a solemn service, so that either ■^^,, .„.,.» 

now, my good friend, decide on quitting pLir ^ if 
advanta-e of sur-h « 1 j i. ^ .**'*'*"& t^aria, or take 
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both expect it, as your private opinions have been men- 
tioned to them ; and her Majesty, I actually heard, told 
ber Confessor, that she intended beinf? present incog, at 
the reception of that charmante AnglaUe into the Church 
she 80 highly venerates herself. So that, as I said 
before, I don't think you could choose a better time, 
aiid with the Court in your favour, there is no such place 
as Pahs. But don't let poor Martyn into a secret, until 
tiie season is neai'ly over : those youn^ fellows, like un- 
trained falcons, ought to be let flap their virings, and see 
a little of life." And the Jesuit brother of Monsignore 
Reynard laughed his dry codger laugh. And prepara- 
tions on a grand scale virere commenced for the public 
reception of Mr. Fosterton, his wife, and family, into the 
Church of Rome. 

Their eldest son, Vere, viras summoned from Eton, and 
Master Fosterton, who rowed his four-oared gig on the 
Thames in summer, and cared nothing about skating 
n winter, willingly obeyed the summons. His brother, 
iedmond, who was in Paris with his parents, and had a 
risiting tutor, grew sulky and silent, and stoutly de- 
lared he should be dragged into the Church of La RocJie^ 
lY enter it he never would, but scream aloud, if they 
ttempted to baptize him. But the Governess advised 
is mother neither to remonstrate or reason with tlie 
erverse boy, but to order a handsome dress for him 
ir the occasion — a white cashmere tunic, embroidered 
I silver. And Louise's was to be of the same spotlesa 
ilour, but of a light and transparent material, like her 
other's, which was s^ifiiciently beautiful for a vestal, 
^rforming the sacred rites of Isis. 
The appointed Sunday can^ round, and before a 
ovrded congregation, with a disguised Empress sup- 
»sed to be present, Mr. Fosterton received the rite 

baptism, as administeied with all the pomp and cir- 
Tn stance of the Church of Rome, and conj^ratulatcd 
nself for not having done so prematurely — "just 
;ked the proper time ;" and perhaps thought of some 
jasant entertainments in high places, and looked about 
p -2 



OB, A DfiVKLOPKD AOB. 213 



I 



CHAPTER XX. 

RMd^ ia language, or in feature. 

Bark in spirit though they be. 
Shew that light to every creature, 

Priuee or Peasant, bond or free . 
Hasten unto every nation. 

Host on host, the ranks supply. 
Onward ! Christ is our Salvation I 

Your's through him is Victory! 

Mb8. Siqovbmbt. 

yl S the Fosterton coach was drawn up in the Court 
n^^l *A ' . ^"""^^y ^^^ "«w^y baptized converts to the 
Wmpn • '^l'*'' ,^^^ ^^^ C^^y ^^q^ir^d Of one of the 
^TIj !^ ? attendance, an Englishman, whom he recog- 
^r^r. M ''ii^ '^''^' ^*'^ ^^^"^^^y ^'^ I^^land, "Was that 
Z nl I j'^^'^*'^^^"' ^i^'<^^? " TI.e man looked aghast 
bLr-n .r I '1 ^Ppariti^n of the Steward, who had not 
T^^tlv X^Tf' ""f T^^'''''^ auBwering the question dU 
^e \c^7i M ^ n"'^ "** *^^ ^'^i^l^^^^ = "You should have 
^ now T) ; . .%^r^: '^^^^ ^^-^^^ «^y «»a»ter ; it is all 

obUd o^"*^ *-- * '''^■"'-arted, hale, active man, but «i 
^i gpi -xj^f eci Jiii^^ ^^^^^ j^^ ^^^t moment :-•*■ 

— ^ .*'^" *^ ^*^ached Fosterton was trueT' 

*' mind. *' I travelled night 
vkked city late last night ; 
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there was no place of wore Wp far a Oirislian to ficrrc 
God in on the I^id's Day, that I cook! find oat, «« »! 
sUjed shut up in mj room at the Inn all day, and ^y 
cent an English chap with me, to show me the way tec 
this evening; but what could Ido, if I came here to d^, 
or a week ai^o ? the mischief was done long ago. thoagh 
I hoped it would never come to this; bat with the Sab- 
bath polluted as it is here, what is it people woaldn^t turn 
to ? Shops open, as well as the Play-houses, some wcrk- 
ing, some dancing and sin^ng, all after their own plea- 
sure, nobody serving God, as if there was no such day as 
the Lord's Sabbath, nor the fourth commandment that 
ordered it to be kept holy, A.h ! Master dear !" apoetro- 
phised the faithful Steward, " Why did you destroy 
vourself, and your noWe young family, by living in such 
heathen lands?" and the old man, sad and disconsolate, 
leaned on his stout oaken stick, and sighed heavily. 

'* It is hard to escape, sure enough,'* returned the 
good-natured footman, bestowing a look of commisera- 
tion on the old attached follower of the family. "Servants, 
as well as their masters, have many a trap laid for them 
now-a-days, to go over to Popery/* And the footman 
glanced towards the open door at which Rimino, at that 
moment, appeared. 

" Read your Bible, man," returned Mr. Carey, in a 
firm tone of voice, " and then you may defy the Devil, and 
all his works." 

With a sturdy step, the old Steward approached the 
open door, and without deigning a glance at his master's 
valet, yrho stood with a smirking smile, right in his way, 
holding a muffle for master Fosterton, in his band, 
pushed by him into the hall, and met plump, his master, 
Mr. Fo6»terton, their eldest son and Louise, in full opera 
costume. An exclamation of surprise burst from all, but 
Mr, Fosterton changed color, and though he shook hands 
With Mat Carey, seemecl unable to speak; the faithful 
AtUohed ««r,^*"* "^^Z P^^ earned him as a baby in his 
jU^fcJfc#Jl«"«f of his own, and his father's house- 
hi« eyes with a steadfast scrutmiaing look 
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>n his master's face ; the distingui convert quailed beneath 
hat glance, and stood contused, and self-condemnf^d 
^efure the pious humble man, whose consistent walk in 
it'e, he thoroughly respected. 

'* I shall see yiu to-morrow Mat," he cried hurriedly, 
'early in my own dressing«>room; I am going out row; 
'ou must have had a fagging journey of it, you look so 
lone up; tell the housekeeper, Himino," he added, turning 
o his valet, as he handed Mrs. Fosterton into the coach, 
* to have every thing comfortable,'* and as he stepped in 
ifter her, he murmured, ** Why did he not come sooner ?" 
ind looked gloomy and discontented during his drive. 

Mr. Carey now remembered his favorite Redmond 
vas not among the opera party, and enquiring for 
he upper housemaid, who was a young woman from 
r'osterton, piously brought up, learned, with much 
•rief of heart, the particulars of the mcrning ceremony 
a the Church of La Roche ^ as reported to her by 
he English footman who was looking on ; and she 
orrowfully detailed that *' Master Redmond, during 
he whole time, looked scarcely alive, and was very 
>oorly indeed when he returned and was put to bed, 
nd was asleep ever since." The young woman herself 
ppeared greatly shocked, and grieved at the false 
tep her master and mistress had taken, and had been 
le first to intimate to her own family at Fosterton, who 
ere respectable Protestant tenants, on the Estate, 
hat might be expected, when the requiem service at 
Totre Dame was first talked of, as it was well known, in 
le household, her mistress was determined not to refuse 
le Empress's request, and for many a day before, 
le added, " the governess had taught her lady to bless 
srself, and pray to the Virgin, and she, and her master, 
ere going to one Popish place, or another, the whole 
me ihe family were in Rome, and destroyed that nice 
oung man, that was fit, to be sure, for anything but a 
linister, by bringing him into such places, and per- 
uading him out of his senses, and contrary to the Bible, 
lat hk brother^s spirit came back, and rapped on the 
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toblc, to tell him he should worship saint's images, airf 
bow down befoie the Virgin Mary, and do whatever tJ« 
priest desired him." This was the sura total of Cathc- 
rines infunnation for Mr. Carey, whom she was verf 
glad to see ; and as the housekeeper was a French wo- 
man, and gone out to a ball, and most of the other aer- 
Tants were foreigners, and amusing themselves at a thea- 
tre or CO/?, Mr. Carey very wisely thought, Catherine 
had need of the whole armour of God, surrounded by 80 
many temptations, and assodating with so many god- 
less companions, while her master and mistress set her 
an example of desecratinsr the Sabbath, and renouncing 
the religion ofthe Bible, for the ceremonial and gorgeous 
worship of the Church of Rome. Seated, then, with the 
humble housemaid in the sitting-room, appropriated U> 
the upper servants, the God-fearinsr old man produced 
from a capacious pocket in bis outinde coat, a Bible ; and 
after offering up a short, and fervent prayer, adjusted his 
spectacles, and commenced reading a portion of God's 
Word, for the sober-minded young woman, who had been 
faaght from her youth upwards, in the Fosteiton schoiol^ 
'• to serve the Lord." And as Paul was sent into Mace* 
donia to '* help " Lydia, the seller of purple, and spent 
his Sabbath day in prayer by the river side, expounding 
the Everlasting Gospel, so was the pious Steward of Fos- 
terton sent to Paris, to '^bind up the brc^en-hearted 
Propagandist Poisoner." 

How short sighted is man ! The pupil of Monsignore 

Keynard had the nwst stringent orders, to keep a close 

and vigilant watch over Mr. Carey, as a most obnoxious 

and incorrigible heretic ; and, true to her instructions, 

Seraphine was now a concealed witness of this interview 

with Catherine, whose cMiversion to Romanism, the 

Jesuits considered, was a matter of grave importance. 

connected as she was ai Fosterton ; but the Lord OTer- 

ru/es the macbinalions of sjnful men, to frustrate the 

councils of the ongodly; and m this particular r^iui^ if 

iVas a striking and signal dispensation of Pr?.^;!^««. V 

M old Mat Srey turned oj the l.Ve^^l^''^^ 
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Volume, he inwardly prayed for guidance, in choosing 
that Sabbath evening reading, he thought only of the 
perilous position of the humble young woman before him, 
but his mission was to another. And as he now read the 
burth and fifth chapters of St. Paul's Second Epistle to 
he Corinthians, the wretched and guilty Seraphine felt 
hat she had been practising what the Apostle renounced, 
* The hidden things of dishonesty, walking in craftiness, 
landiing the Word of God deceitfully," and that the 
)od of this world hath blinded the minds of her spiritual 
uides, '' Lest the light of the glorious Gospel of Christ, 
rho is the image of God, should shine unto'them." And 
8 the old man went on preaching in the Apostle's Ian- 
uage, that, ** The life also of Jesus might be made 
lanifest in our mortal fiesb," with that terrible intima- 
on to the soul of the guilty Poisoner, " that all must 
spear befere the judgment seat of Christ, that every 
le may receive the things done in his body, according 
' that he hath done, whether it be good or bad,' she 
It, as if for the first time, the enormity of her vileness, 
id was ready to cry out with the drowning disciples, 
Save, Lord, or we perish; " but when this humble 
Uower of the Lord, read on, " If any man be in Christ, 
J is a new creature ; " and that, " God was in Christ, 
conciliiig the world unto himself, not imputing their 
^spasses," her spirit received that thrilling message of 
lul, the Ambassador of Christ, with saving faith, ** We 
ay you, in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to God.'' 
Instant flight from Paris was almost her first resolve, 
e knew so well the frightful consequences of drawing 
3k, from the vast organised body, whose vengeance she 
much dreaded, that to stay there, and avow her belief 
that glorious Gospel she heard that night, from the 
mble instrument, the Lord sent his message of loving 
.dness by, to her guilty soul, would be death, or at 
3t, incarceration for life; and though the wretched 
I felt irithin her wasted frame, that her days on earth 
re to be but few, still to spend those days with liberty 
'onBcieace, to embrace that Saviour's Gospel of peace 
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and V/re to ber agonised dnfal aool, wms nam tii£ int 
wUL of Sera{»J,iae Mardoni's heart. — The '•iad." n^ 
oor lx>rd. to Nicodemos, ** bloweth «befv k BsA'Kii, and 
tJkKi beareth the soood thereof but canst noi VrZ vkneae 
il oonM-tb, or wbitber it goeth; so is erefx «Be tkttk 
bom of tbe spirit." 

How was tbe misefable penitent to escape ta a landcf 
libertj and saletj ? withoat meana — ^withoot 
isolated beinsr as sbe was — estnuiged fiom tbe < 
ties of hiunanity, by tbe cmel, merciless order, who had 
marked ber out as tbeir prej from ber birtb. She was 
not even awafe, if ber fatber still lived ; she otiljr Ipkw 
be was proscribed, and banished from Italj. She thoogbt 
of Luigi di Cortona, and shuddered. What crioies bad 
she not perpetrated, to win him back to darkness and 
bondage, and trembled as Fbe thought, he might now be 
in tbe power of that Church that enslaved her own sooL 
But tbe Lord provided a pathway of escape for tlus 
friendless and helpless one, she knew not of, for Rimino,oo 
bis return that night to the hotel, delivered to her a packet 
from Monsignore Reynard, who, though in Paris, was 
too much occupied with weightier matters, to give his 
directions in person ; but, in his usual arbitrary style, he 
now instructed Seraphiue, that on the morrow, sbe should 
repair to a ceitain French banking firm, that he named, 
and identify herself as the daughter of the Signor Mar- 
doui, to the head paitner, who had met her some yean 
before, at her father's house in Rome, and ascertain from 
him, the direction of Signor Mardoni. To lose no time 
in seeing her parent, if in France; and, if not, to 
write to him in the strongest terms, to induce him to 
visit Paris." Seraphine at once understood the object 
of the Monsignore ; her father had eluded the vengeance 
of his Jesuit pursuers, and his child now was to entrap 
him into their power, and a condemned cell, in the con- 
Tent of Trtnita di Monti^ or some other religious prison, 
was to be her own doom. She had suspected as much, 
* Um Monsignores manner, when he heard her last 
but was now confirmed. 
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At an early hour the following morning, she waited on 
her father's friend, whose address her Jesuit Confessor 
so timely provided her with ; and though greatly altered, 
the courteous French hanker, at once, recognised the 
Signora Mardoni, and joyfully received her as the 
restored child of his old friend, whom he described as in 
a most miserable state of mind, at not discovering where 
his daughter was, before he left Pans for Brussels, where 
his residence had been kept a profound secret by his 
French friends, as the Signora Mardoni was supposed to 
be in some part of Belgium. She now expressed her 
earnest wish to be sent there, as soqu as possible ; but 
intimated it must be done secretly. The Frenchman 
looked grave, and understood her caution, but in a 
moment his countenance brightened up ; there was an 
English gentleman, and his wife, and servants, going to 
Brussels that day ; the French firm he himself belonged 
to, had done some business for this gentleman in Paris, 
connected with the death of his wife's father, who had 
died there some time previously; and as his French 
agent procured passports for Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
Stamer, their maid, and valet, a few days before, it 
struck him, if the Signora would assume the maid's 
name during the journey, the thing could be managed* 
It was a peculiar case; and Mr. Charles Stamer was 
just the man to accede to this plan at once, for he was as 
kind, hearted as he was firm and intelligent, and his wife 
was equally considerate, a charming young person, and 
would, he was sure, dispense with the maid, until a fresh 
passport could be procured. Seraphine, deeply thankful, 
recognised a heavenly Father s hand, in this opportunity 
of travelling in company with Charles Stamer, whose 
decided conduct, at Fosterton Park, had released himself 
from the snare of the Jesuits, and she felt comparatively 
secure in the prospect of a man who deliberat(4y chose 
to read God's Word for himself, and abide by it, being 
her protector in the perilous step she was about taking- 
escaping, if possible, from the deadly power of the 
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Church of Rome. She returned to the hoteT, to procure 
a few necessaries for the journey^ and found the old 
Steward was dosetted with Mr. Fost«rton ; a slight par- 
tition only separated the room she was in frona the one 
where they conversed ; and the now conscience* 
stricken Seraphine, could hear the pious, and faithful 
■ervant, urge on his master the simple truths €>f the Gos- 
pel, as preached hy Oar Lord and His Apostles. Mr. 
Fosterton's replies were vague and unconnected; hii 
only argument appeared to be a strong assertion, that he 
had changed to the True Church, and that now, the deed 
was done, and could not be recalled. But when Mat 
Carey spoke of his son Redmond, the fad^her's voice be- 
came agitated ; and Seraphine' s heart, wrung witk the 
bitterest remorse, listened in breathless anxiety. The eld 
Steward detailed, that he had thait morning, ^' seen the 
dear young gentleman, that he told him he did not re- 
member what had occurred the day before, in the Church 
of La Roche, and stoutly maintained he had never beea 
baptised as a Roman Catholic, and firmly declared he 
never would. No! that he would die, as Ridley and 
Cranmer died, at the stake, sooner than bow down before 
images of wood and stone, or be bullied and cajoled out 
of reading his Bible ! '' 

Mr* Carey gloried^ in the manly minded, but delicate 
framed boy, and avowed now to his father, that he himsetf 
had been his scm's instructor in the Scriptures of Truth, 
and the history of the brave reformers, who laid down 
their lives for the religion of the BiUe, when Master 
Redmond and he worked together in the tool shop i^ 
Fosterton Park ; and Mat Carey now urged on his mas- 
ter, not to sacrifice his child to the bigotry oi Fopiali 
Priests, for he knew Master Redmond well ; they might 
kill him by persecution, and it would not be hard, for he 
was frail and delicate, but they never would succeed in 
warping his mind to worship idols. He, himself, ^' had 
served the Fosterton family for over half a century— 4et 
his master say, faithfully or not — and the only boon he 
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craved was, that Reclmond Fosterton, whom hn loved as 
his own life, should be sent to some Protestant school, 
Ijord Drydale would be asked to namr." 

Greatly agitated, Mr. Fosterton declared his inability 
of doing so. •* No one knew better than Mat Carey how 
deranged his affairs were; he had not half enough to 
meet his current expenses : and his eldest son, Vere, 
mnst be taken from P^ton, and sent to Sandhurst, and 
crammed into a marching regiment, for his latlier didn't 
know where to turn for money ; so it was out of the 
question, Redmond must take his chance, and get on 
as well as he could, with a visiting tutor, to be had at 
Paris for a mere bagatelle/* 

Mr. Carey made no reply, but drawing- from the depths 
of his trouser's pocket a heavy-looking leathern ba?, rather 
than purse, poured its contents on the table. '' My poor 
brother, that died in America last year," he, at length 
said, " made more money in a short time than ever I could, 
hard as I have worked all my life. Like myself, he 
never married, and left me more than will pay for 
Master Redmond's schooling, though Vd toil myself like 
a galley slave, sooner than that there should nt be one 
Fosterton left to worship God, as their fathers did, * in 
spirit and in truth.' Here are three hundred sove- 
reigns," he continued, " for yourself, Sir, to pay the 
tradesmen's bills at Fosterton, who are crying out for 
their money; and keep your family credit there, at any 
rate; anl take Mat Carey's word for it, tiiat Master 
Redmond's schoolmaster will never send in a bill to his 
pupil's father for payment." 

Mr. Fosterton's eye rested on the tempting gold coin. 
Some time must necessarily elapse before the eighty 
thousand, promised by Sir Anthony, could be available. 
Mr. Martyn might not come back for his revenge ; and 
the high-born gambler's fingers itched to clutch up his 
faithful servant's bribe to save his own son. When 
men hazard their own and their children's fortune on a 
throw, their self-respect, and independence of charac;ter, 
which after all constitute true moral feeling, form th3 
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CHAPTER XXL 

Know'st thoii the yalae of a soul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds f 
Amazing pomp! Redouble Ibis amaze, 
Ten thousand add; add twice ten thousand more; 
Then weigh the whole : — one soul outweighs them all. 

HASTENING her preparation for immediate de- 
parture, she dreaded an interview with Mrs. 
i'osterton, whom she had so grievously injured, and 
>racti8ed on, lest the confession she fully intended 
laking to her should betray herself to the Monsignore, 
iirough Himino, who latterly watched the governess 
losely, and would be sure, on such an occasion, to be 
dteniiig, and so discover her intentions before she could 
scape from Paris ; then, the nature of that confession 
as so dreadful — the poisoning of one beloved sister by 
le hand of the other pouring out the deadly essence, 
lat deprived the noble and good Lady Drydale of life ; 
le cruel and heartless impositions her murderess afber- 
ards practised on the sisterly grief and bereavement 
the duped Mrs. Fosterton, invoking the spirit, the 
Propagandist Poisoner" had sent to its last account; 
id then shamelessly and foully maligning the Christian 
jad — the long chain of falsehood and deception she had 
oven to entangle the ideal minds of this imprcssiunaMe 
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woman, and her eaidly imposed-on Chaplain, to gaide 
their imaginative natures to embrace the marvellons 
mysteries of what slie then herself deemed the True 
Church. How would the injured and grossly deceived 
Miv. Fo^terUm receive such a confession ? At a1 
times i^he had not much command over her feelings ; but 
in such a trying position she would have none at all. 
The remorse-stricken girl never thought of concealing 
her own foul acts, though she knew their avowal would 
forfeit her life to the laws she had so grossly outraged. 
Still she felt ready to make the only atonement in her 
power to society, and the parties she had so infamoufslr 
duped ; but if her intentions were discovered before she 
was out of the power of her late Jesuit guide, her re- 
pentant confession, she well knew, would be stifled, and 
her insanity pleaded to Mrs. Fosterton, to account for 
such a wild, unfounded statement. A convent prison 
for the deranged, who divulge Jesuit secrets, or a 
** subtle essence" draught, would be then, to a certainty, 
her silent doom. No I by letter, should that awful con- 
fession be made, and once in London, she would 
surrender herself into the hands of justice, and proclaim 
to the deceived and imposed-on victims of a Jesuit Pro- 
paganda, the foul and revolting crimes, as a sincere 
believer in its mission, she had perpetrated, under the 
sanction and direction of an infallible Church ! 

The little Louise, fatigued and worn out by the 

tiresome ceremony, and opera entertainment of the day 

before — that Sabbath day so grossly profaned, and so 

fatal to her parento— was wrapt in the sweet unconscious 

slumber of childhood, and perhaps, as the guilty 

poisoner'; stood over that sleeping cot, no crime she 

ftad committed assumed a deeper dye in the eyes of the 

repentant governees^^ eruel neglect of that sweet 

child and premeditated perversion of the noblest 

faculties of her mind. The splf /..^r...;^* ^ " ""uic»i 

down, and prayed for herseir a^^rfof ?J '^ 

X-ouia'e. " that the eyes of the!; » n^ I- slumbenng 
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reconciled unto God, in Christ Jesus/' and rose up and 
felt a consolation her troubled spirit never knew before. 
£ut as she stooped down to imprint the last sad kiss 
on her unconscious pupil's cheek, a tear of penitent and 
agonizing sorrow, dropped on that fair young brow, Sera- 
phine Mardoni was never to see again. 

With her thick veil drawn closely over her face, the 
niserable girl flung herself into the Jiacre she had 
)rdered, to drive her a second time to the French 
canker's. A small bundle, containing some few things, 
vas all she brought with her, concealed under the large 
;loak she was enveloped in; a cutting easterly wind was 
>lowing, and the streets of Paris were covered with 
now ; the cold keen air brought on a paroxysm of the 
[ry short cough she had been suffeiing from since the 
winter set in ; and as the Jiacre cleared the court yard, 
i was stopped by Rimino. A cold dew crept over 
leraphine's forehead — her intended flight was dis- 
overed ; but the consummate discipline taught by her 
esuit confessor, of concealing her motives, saved her 
*om his power. Without hesitation she let down the 
'indow, and calmly looking in the oily Italian's face, 
sked, cooly, '*what was the matter?" The Propa- 
andist spy fixed his penetrating eyes on hers, as he 
iquired, '^ Had the Signora left for the Monsignore an 
iswer to his letter? Should he either call or send 
r it ?" 

Feeling the vast importance of not appearing hurried 
- confused, Seraphine leisurely drew forth her note- 
>ok from her pocket, and, tearing out a leaf, deliberately 
rote with her pencil, in Italian, *' The answer shall be 
nt when I succeed," handed it to Rimino, and waited 

let him desire the driver to proceed. After a scruti* 
sing glance, he did so, and Seraphine flung herself 
ck in the fiacre^ now convinced she was closely 
itched. After she arrived at the house of her father's 
end, she lost no time in assuming the dress he had 
epared for her, and, as the Swiss souhretUy Annette 
>ntoon, left Paris. 

Q 
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Bundled into a corner of the same raOway carriage 
her master and mistress, for the time, travelled bj, neU 
ther of them addressed her, during the long, tiresome 
journey, or scarcely looked at the wretched girl, lest they 
might draw towards her the attention of their fellow- 
passengers ; and the heart-broken Seraphine felt grate- 
fill for such forbearance. But there were busy and 
anxious thoughts in the heart of Ctiarles S tamer, and his 
gentle, affectionate wife, until they had travelled beyond 
the frontier, for the French banker had entrusted them 
with the fugitive's story, as far as he knew himself, " the 
daughter of the wealthy Italian refugee^ Mardoni, who 
had been detained in the power of the Church, making 
her escape to Brussels, to rejoin her father." Neither 
of them recognised, in the sadly altered, and now die* 
guised Seraphine, the beautiful and attractive Demon of 
5ie " Witch's Cauldron," at Fosterton Park ; and though 
Julia Mellworth and her husband had been, subsequently, 
in the same house, with the mysterious demon, yet 
neither of them ever had been in the same room with 
Miss Herbert ; so that now it was impossible they should 
recognise the governess of the little Louise, in the rich 
banker's daughter, disguised as Mrs. Charles Stamer's 
Swiss maid, Annette. Yet, what cowards does guilt 
mnke of the self-accused criminal ! The Propagandist 
poisoner felt the agonising conviction, during the whole 
journey, her dire crime was known, and herself abbored, 
hy the generous young pair, who had befriended her so 
timely : she was an outcast from the affections or sympa- 
thies of the good and excellent of the earth, and she felt 
she deserved to be so ; but, bom to a happy position in 
life, what deprived her of the common blessings of hu- 
manity ? Was it not a gross superstition, that, from her 
birth erected iUelf into the self-constituted guardian of 
her mind and person, tore asunder the sacred tie between 
parent and child, and trampled on the purest affections 
of the heart, robbing her mother's deathbed of the solace 
of her only child's presence, and depriving a father, in 
times of trial and difficulty, of a daughter's sympathy. 
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while it sent forth the fanatic girl herself, in a subordinate 
position, to commit the mo^^t flagitious and diabolical 
crimes, as a member of that Propaganda, whose mission 
it is to destroy, or convert mankind to the Church of 
Rome? Perhaps the newly. awakened Seraphine felt 
lomething of all this, as she sat there, shrouded up, an 
ipparently unprized, neglected being, in the corner of 
hat railway carriage, and witnessed the manly tender- 
less of Charles S:amer's manner, as he conversed, in a 
ow voice, with his much loved wife. Was there not a 
[me, she, too, might have been a happy, valued wife ? 
Lnd the noble and devoted Luigi rose up in her remem- 
ranee, and the guilty poisoner felt— oh ! how bitterly 
;lt I— her Jesuit Confessor had placed between them a 
reat gulf, and she could scarcely suppress a scream of 
3rror, as she heard an English gentleman, who had just 
)me into the carriage, and seemed to be a friend of 
[r. Charles Stamer's, now mention to him and his wife, 
at the celebrated Signor di Cortona was in Brussels, 
)ing wonders among his countrymen : already some of 
e most influential Italian refugees had renounced Ko« 
aniam ; his lectures were most edifying and spiritual, 
livered in his native tongue. He had made his ac- 
laintance in London, and renewed it, some weeks ago, 
Brussels ; would be happy to introduce his friends to 
3 Signor, who was on the eve of being married to a 
!*y superior young person, the daughter of an Irish 
^ineer, engaged on the same line with himself.'^ 
Seraphine Mardoni had burst a blood vessel. The 
imers were all kindness and consideration; indeed, 
y had been most attentive and thoughtful towards 
•, after they had passed the frontier, insisting on her 
iiig refreshment and necessary repose; but now, 
arles Stamer, with his usual prompt kindness, had 
laid in a recumbent posture, and he and his wife 
cl every restorative within reach, to allay the dan- 
OU8 symptoms ; and, when the train stopped at the 
:t station, adjoining a small village, removed her 
iself, with all the tender care of a brother, while his 
Q 2 
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dear Julia, with womanly tenderness, and true Samaritan 
feeling, proposed, ''they should remain with the poor 
sufferer, and let their luggage go on to Brussels." Her 
Christian hushand at once acceded to his thoughtful 
wife^s proposition, and, telling his friend to despatch a 
clever physician, as soon as he arrived in Brussels, and 
giving his servant some directions, he turned his whole 
attention to Seraphine, who had heen gently and care- 
fully removed to a wayside auherge, and, though appa- 
rently much exhausted, from the quantity of blood she 
had thrown up, was not insensihle, and would now have 
spoken, had Mrs. Stamer allowed her; but her dark, 
luminous eyes, in their own sad language, expressed her 
grateful sense of these Christian strangers* kindness to 
her forlorn and hapless state ; and Charles Stamer, des- 
patching a messenger for the nearest physician, both he 
and his anxious wife were greatly relieved, to find the 
interesting Italian was in no immediate danger, but that 
she must be kept perfectly quiet, and free from anything 
like agitation. Mrs. Stamer watched beside the poor 
sufferer's couch, and anticipated every little want with 
the sisterly kindness of a sincere believer in Him who 
" went about, doing good ;" and her faithful and pious 
husband commended the afflicted one, in prayer, to the 
throne of grace, '^to Jesus, the Mediator of the new 
covenant between God and man, who had bought her 
with a price, His own precious blood, a full, perfect, and 
sufficient sacrifice for the sins of a guilty world." And 
the repentant sinner felt her faith strengthened, and, as 
Cornelius rejoiced, when Peter was sent from Csesarea 
to build up his faith, and declared his willingness *' to 
hear all things that are commanded thee of God," so did 
the regenerate Seraphine receive, from this pious couple, 
with grateful thankfulness, from day to day, ** the en- 
grafted word, which was able to save her soul." The 
physician from Brussels had seen her, and, in his opinion, 
*' to remove her would endanger her life." 

With the practical good feeling and good sense which 
was the basis of his character, Charles Stamer had written 
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to his servant to convey to the auberge a portion of their 
luggage, and establishing his dear Wife as comfortably as 
circumstances would permit, in a little room adjoining 
the invalid's, felt that the Lord had called both of them 
to minister to the spiritual wants of this stricken fellow- 
creature, who never seemed to tire hearing of the glad 
tidings of salvation. At the end of a week, she was able 
to sit up, but the dry, short cough of premature decay, 
warned Seraphine that her race was nearly run. She 
had refrained from mentioning her father, for she hus- 
banded her little remaining strength to write to Mrs. 
Fosterton ; and at intervals, with the persevering energy 
of her nature, that fearful letter was written, that dire 
confession made, that the penitent girl hoped would dis- 
enchant the mind, she had herself so awfully turned 
aside from truth — " to believe a lie." To Charles Sta- 
mer's care she committed the packet, to be posted in 
London, and he, a good deal surprised at the address, 
enclosed it to his banker, to be forwarded in due course. 
No remark was made by either, but a weight seemed to 
be removed off the mind of the Signora Mardoni, and 
ivith fervent thanks to him and Mrs. Stamer, for the 
nore than kindness she had received, she gave her father's 
iirection at Brussels, under his assumed name, and 
>riefly explaining that he was old and feeble, a pro- 
cribed refugee, expressed a wish, some confidential 
)orson would explain to him his daughter s situation. 

Charles Stamer started the next morning for Brussels, 
nd left his kind wife in charge of their interesting in- 
alid. Julia read the precious promises of redeeming 
)ve, and prayed beside the couch the failing Seraphine 
»clined on. She looked calm and happy, during those 
toments of spiritual communion with her God and 
xviour ; but as the hour approached, when the return 
ain was expected in the evening, a shade of restless 
ixiety was on her brow, and Iter dark eyes looked 
verish and unsettled ; but, as if with a strong effort, 
le seemed to turn her thoughts to mental priiyer, and 
ked Mrs. Stamer to read for her the chapter her hu8« 
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band tead for her the day before — the 12th of Hebrews. 
As the repentant believer listened to that soul-stiniiig 
chiqiter of the Great Apostle's, revealing God's gracious 
design in affliction, and the warnings and promises of 
the glorioos Gospel dispensation of salvation alone by 
** batik in Christ Jesas," earthly joys and sorrows seemed 
to be forgotten, and Seraphine Mardoni received her 
fiither with less painful emotion than she could have con- 
ceived, when she left Paris ; and was presented to her 
cousin, Mary Elmore, who had volunteered to accompany 
her uncle, to relieve Mrs. Stamer and nursetend her 
newly discovered relatiim ; and the poor dying giii re- 
joioed to nee her, and guessed who she was, and was told 
of her near affinity to herself; and looked eagerly, beyond 
the open doorway, where Mr. Stamer stood to welcome 
another ! and Luigi di Cortona and Seraphine Mardoni 
met ; and the repentant believer only felt, her ** iniquities, 
a» a thick doud, were blotted out ; " and that Jesus, who 
had **• suffered, the just for the unjust," had spoken to 
her guilty soul — ^*' Go in peace, thy sins are forgiven 
thee." 

The next day, the Stamers departed for Brussels ; their 
mission was accomplished ; " the Captive was set at 
liberty " — spiritual liberty as well as bodily ; and after they 
had prayed, and " given glory to God," they went on 
their way rejoicing. Seraphuie was to follow them in a 
week, they would meet on earth again, so they hoped ; 
but the mandate had gone forth, and exactly that day 
week, the redeemed of the Lord — the guilty, but peni- 
tent, and believing Seraphine's warfare was accomplished, 
and she rejoiced with the risen Saviour, she so entirely 
trusted in, face to face. 

Mary Elmore never left her ; the dying girl looked 
happier, whenever her eyes rested on her cousin's feeling, 
and beautiful face, so full of holy love and kindness ; it 
seemed as if her own mother's gentle look of affection 
was again restored to her estranged child. She asked 
^^nr never to leave her aged father while he lived ; 
and she asked him to bestow on Mary the wealth that 
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tempted covetous men, with hearts full of idolatry, to 
make a traffic of his daughter's soul. To Luigi di 
Gortona, the lover of her youth, was entrusted the terrible 
secret of her life. Who can describe the agonising 
horrors of that interview ! But, had Serapliine Mardont 
lived, her confession would have been public, as a beacon 
light to scare others from the quicksands of that '^ Mys- 
tical Babylon," that engulphs, as a vast whirlpool, the 
souls of men ; but now, she warned Luigi to warn other?, 
of the guilty career of the Propagandist Poisoner, 
*' snatched as a brand from the burning," a monument of 
redeeming love. 

A few hours before she died, she united his hands 
with her cousin's, and feebly blessed them both, but no 
word was spoken of their future union ; the dark 
luminous eyes, beautiful even in death, glanced from 
Luigi to Mary, and expressed all she wished ; and with 
her head resting on her father's shoulder, the restored 
child, while her '' spirit rejoiced in God her Saviour," 
fell asleep in Jesus ; her eyes were closed by Mary 
Elmore ; the locket she desired, is placed in her hand. 
That night, a solitary watcher is beside her inanimate 
clay— need we say, it is Luigi di Gortona. 

Is it a superstitious relic that glitters in the cold, lifeless 
hands, clapped on her breast ? He stoops to examine ; 
but the brilliant cipher covers the glossy hair of the 
Jesuit's victim, Louisa, Gountess of Drydale. 

" Gome out of her, my people, and be ye separate," 
shall henceforth be his battle cry, against that Apostate 
Ghurch, who is '* full of names of blasphemy ,*' and 
** drunken with the blood of the Saints, and of the Mar- 
tyrs of Jesus." 



232 FOISOKERS AND PBOPAGANDISTS ; 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Two sisters by tbe goal are set, 
Cold Disappointment, and Begret. 

Scot. 

WHEN Frank Lee discussed points of difierence 
between the Roman and Anglican Churches with 
the Abbe Freshman, before this impulsive young man 
was hurried into receiving the rite of Baptism, in the 
Private Chapel of the College of the Propaganda, the 
subtle Abbe, like the published pastoral letter of an 
ultramontane Bishop, breathed nothing but the most 
liberal and charitable spirit, rather insinuating the deadly 
and idolatrous dogmas of his Church, than openly advo- 
cating doctrines, glaringly opposed to the inspired Scrip- 
tures. The devotional zeal, self abnegation, and charita- 
ble forbearance of her Priesthood were dwelt on; the 
universality of a faith, claimed to be derived, in direct 
succession, from Peter, was boldly advanced, oblivious 
of the fact, that Peter was the Apostle of the circumcision, 
and never was at Rome, and declared, in his first Epistle, 
that believers ** were not redeemed with corruptible 
things, as silver and gold, from their vain convt-rsation, 
received by tradition from their fathers, but with the pre- 
cious blood of Christ, that their faith and hope might be 
of God,*' declaring, that the *' Word of the Lord endureth 
for ever, and this is the word, which, by the Gospel, is 
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preached unto you.'' Had Frank T^ee studied the 
Apostolic Epistles of Peter, and the other inspired 
-writers of Holy Writ, in a prayerful spirit, the poisonous 
sophistry of the Jesuit Abbe would have proved in- 
noxious, and the distorted perversion of Scriptural truth 
signally failed, as it has ever done, to subvert the faith 
of the humble student of God's revealed message to 
man ; but with a criminal passion in his heart, and the 
senses of a sinful nature, unrestrained, ** the lust of the 
eye, and the pride of life," ministered to, and attracted 
by, an imposing and gorgeous ritual, in the very capital 
of classical art, a distorted fancy, ** winning from reason's 
hand the reins,'* was it to be wondered at, that thi^ young 
Protestant Divine, and many other such Protestant Di- 
vines, old and young, fell "a prey to the snare of the 
fowler," and embraced a religion whose deadliest tenets 
they have yel to learn. Once admitted to the sanctuary of 
Antichrist, the unvarnished doctrines of the Church of 
Rome, the scales dropped from this unhappy young 
inan*s diseased vision. He saw the gulf of error he had 
so recklessly plunged in, and compromised by his own 
mad folly and passion ; escape seemed hopeless ; but the 
same spirit that sent Philip to join himself to the chariot 
of the inquiring Eunuch, sent a messenger of mercy at 
this time to Frank Lee*s distorted soul. 

In the gardens of the Propaganda, he had from time 
to time observed a melancholy dark looking man, that 
struck him as evidently an Irishman, casting towards 
him a furtive and anxious glance whenever they met. 
This Irish Priest always walked between two of the 
Propagandist brethren, one at either side, more like a 
felon, taking exercise under the aurveiUancn of his gaol 
guardians, than a free agent, enjoying the society of cho- 
sen companions ; those fitful glances, transient as they 
were, conveyed an expression of commiseration, as well 
as of common suffering ; and Frank Lee, who had been 
handed over by his friend, the Abbe, to the guidance of 
an ascetic Jesuit, who hovered round him, like some 
mysterious shadow, watched for the appearance of the 
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Sid looking Irish Priest, each day, in the garden, with 
an anxiety, and hopeful feeling, that only the miserable 
and isolated can feel towards the stranger, who bestow'B on 
them, no matter how trivial, a mark of sympathy, or intel- 
ligent kindness. He felt, he could not tell why, that this 
sombre, and apparently closely watched Irishman, was to 
extricate himself, in some way. Their common country, he 
argued, created this mysterious bond of union between 
them ; but there were many other Irishmen in the College, 
but Frank Lee shunned rather than couiled their ac- 
quaintance. Irish Popery was always, to his fastidioiiB 
ideal mind, a coarse, vulgar element, vrith which he could 
have no sympathy ; and now, with the revulsion that had 
taken place in his religious opinions, it was more distaste- 
ful than ever ; still, this melancholy looking Irish Priest 
was to him an object of the liveliest interest, and at times 
he fancied he had seen him somewhere before, and that 
his appearance, wherever they had met, was perfectly 
familiar to his mind. In vain he ransacked his memory, 
to discover where. Frank had lately received a long and 
affecting letter from his sister Letty, dated many months 
before, giving a sad account of the lamentable state th^ 
parent was in, referring to former letters she had written, 
and which he had not received, and conjuring him to re- 
trace the fatal step he had taken, and to convince his own 
mind, from the Bible, that the Church he had abandoned, 
was identical with the Gospel, our blessed Lord preached, 
and his Apostles promulgated. The letter was guarded, 
attacking only in this indirect way, the doctrines of the 
Church of Rome. Her brother at once guessed Letty^s 
reason for so writing. The postal department of the 
Bomagna was under the supervision of the Jesuits, and 
every suspected letter liable to be read by this Propa- 
ganda Police, and suppressed, or delivered, as suited their 
own views. To answer his sister's letter, as he wished, 
would have been a relief, indeed, to his tortured mind, 
for he knew Letty's sisterly charity would cover a mul- 
titude of her erring brother's sins ; but the contents of her 
communication must be revealed in the confessional| and 
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his ghostly adviser's counsel sought to direct his answer. 
All this he had lately ascertained, and the restraint he 
was insensibly subjected to, without any open, or direct 
attempt being made, to deprive him of the liberty of ac- 
tion, (for the liberty of thought he had surrendered him- 
self), considerably damaged the glowing and enthusiastic 
admiration he once entertained for a *' developed mode 
of worship/* '* The gilding had worn off the ginger- 
bread/' and Mr. Frank Lee felt grave doubts of his vo- 
cation, to be a Romish Priest, and ventured to confide 
this important secret to his Jesuit confessor. His mode 
of treatment was immediately altered ; the severe course 
of scholastic and theological study, he had been hitherto 
subjected to, was now exchanged for a sort of viva voce 
training, from some of the most fanatic of the Propa- 
gandist brethren, while the wild and exciting legends of 
the Saints, and the most stirring and adventurous in- 
cidents of their marvellous lives, were his prescribed 
reading. 

About the same time, his ascetic guardian vanished, 
and was no more seen ; and Frank Lee began to feel he 
was no longer watched, and mingled more freely among 
the brethren, and looked out for an opportunity of ad- 
dressing the sombre-looking Irish Priest, who had at- 
tracted so much his attention, whom he fancied he had 
met before ; but this snd-looking Irishman now stood, as 
if aloof, from making the acquaintance, and Frank Lee 
could only learn, his name was '' Kavanagh," and that 
he was en retraite^ in the College of the Propaganda, for 
some infraction of his Priestly vow. Great, then, was 
Frank Lee's surprise, when this Irishman addressed liim 
by name, in a small Oratory Chapel, of peculiar sanctity, 
from having a tear of the blessed Virgin's bottled on its 
shrine, and a toe nail of that indefatigable walker, St. 
[Jrsula, exhibited in a gilt sort of pill-box, beside the 
precious relique. This Holy Crypt was generally used 
»y the Propagandist brethren, as a place to perform acts 
»f penance, and mortification, and had a charming Ma- 
ouna of CoiTeggio, and an Ursula, by Velasquez, sus« 
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pended above its altar. Before these female deities, 
after the vesper service had concluded, adored Frank 
Lee, chaiinting in a low sad voice, the seven pene- 
tential Psalms — all other penitents, wiih the exception 
of the Irish Priest, had retired from the Oratory, and the 
quondam Chaplain of that lady, whose beauty a mantilla 
and fan set off so admirably — ^still knelt before the Spanish 
Ursula, voyaging in a dreamland of his own. 

The deep, manly tone of Father Tom Kavanagh, with 
its strong Irish accent, dissolved the ideal reverie, and 
the two young men conversed, as if they had played 
together in boyhood, and met now to renew the acquaint- 
ance of former years. 

What a strange power has human sympathy over the 
suffering spirit of man ! They never before had ex- 
changed one sentence with each other, and yet left that 
Oratory Chapel, with the mutual feeling of brothers, and 
Frank Lee learned that Father Tom had been the coad- 
jutor Priest of Wimbledon Terrace, and received from 
him, as a mark of especial regard, a recent copy of the 
" London Daily Neios^' smuggled into the College by 
some Italian admirer of Mazzini's, and lent to Father 
Tom, to peruse and secretly glorificate over its bold 
advocacy of the " Italian question,'* in favour of national 
independence. That night, after Frank Lee trimmed 
his solitary lamp, in the seclusion of his cell-like chamber, 
he took out the Irish Priest's English newspaper, and 
glanced over its pages, without any very lively interest 
about the state of political freedom in Italy, which 
seemed of such vast importance to his newly made ac- 
quaintance, who had taken for granted, that brought up, 
as the convert Irishman was, to venerate free institutions, 
the struggle for liberty, in a slave-bound people, could 
not fail to excite in him the warmest sympathy and 
interest. But Frank Lee, like many others, did not 
prize the blessing he had been accustomed to, all his life, 
and the iron rule of despotism had not yet practically 
entered his soul: he had only got a slight foretaste, 
in the partial restraint he was subject to, of the arbitraiy 
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vi§^lance of the Church of Rome, in governing her mem- 
bers. So he turned to the "fashionable intelligence" 
page of the " Daily News" totally indifferent how the 
Italian question might be settled. He read over the 
announcement of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria, and the 
Prince Consort's movements, and their, and their royal 
children's equestrian and pedestrian daily exercises ; who 

Lady G and the Duchess of L— entertained ; and 

arrived at the Paris Correspondent's letter to the '* Daily 
News:* 

Without attempting to describe the unfortunate young 
man's feelings, we shall merely copy the startling intelli- 
gence, for our readers : — 

*' A strange and distressing event recently occurred 
here, that has caused much m^^sterious surmise, in 
circles of the hatU ton. The beautiful and impas- 
sioned Mrs. F— — (only sister to the late lamented 
Lady D— -, who died in London, about a year since,) 
a Sunday or two ago, with her husband and family, 
abjured Protestantism, and were baptized, as Roman- 
ists, in the Church of Le Roch, Her Imperial Ma- 
jesty, it is rumoured, was herself a concealed witness 
of the imposing spectacle ; and a distinguished lady of 
the French Court, it is whispered, acted as the Catholic 
Eugenia's proxy, on the occasion, sponsor to the fair 
neophyte, who received, in addition to her heretic cog- 
nomen, *' Emily," the orthodox baptismal soubriquet of 
^« Josephine." This fair lady, the day after, in the 
requiem service at Notre Dame^ attracted universal ad- 
miration, as well for the recent convert's Spanish style of 
beauty, vying with the Andalusian Empress, in the 
graceful action of the fan, as for the iclat attending her 
late magnificent reception in the Church of Rome. The 
ultramontane party here made the most of it, and 
^* /' Univers " published a long article on the happy con- 
version of this Irish Tory family, generations before 
bigoted Protestants ; announcing that their late Chaplain 
conformed, some time since, to the true Church, at pre- 
sent studying, for Priest's Orders, in the Propaganda 
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€>Ats^ at Itiae. wider Iktf JJrtiu g wiAr d comcrt few 
tbeAjK^Scaaherc^. the Abbe Ficainnii. Battbe tia^ 
pBTt oi rhe storr ii to eoae. A fetter, it is said, beuiiif 

tbe Londoa part-iMtffc, was dciivtered to Mrs. F % 

aad was md bj her. wben no peraon wa» p i egcut ; bat 
ber lioUat scirair^ b i owght ao Kngiirfi ho u s em aid, en- 
laced in an adjciiiiixe mnn. into that her nustresn was 
in, hopefeaph- <icia n ged. The scandal goes, that tbe 

h^^hxeutd woman gfenerd aver the letter, Mrs. F 

}jt'A open in Ler hand, laving all the time abont, and 
caLine on her seriant to read, winch she did, and reports, 
that it was siened by a portj who absconded from the 
boose, the daj of the r^^uiem serrice at Notre Dame^ 
and detailed a diapter of bonors : amongst others, the 

poisonine of Lodj D , by her nnconscioas sister^t 

hand, droppine some deadly essence into water, and 
kfnsDg her i^Adrsliip to swaflow it. The spirit of the 
nrardered lady, in a rapping teAimee, the lorers of the 

marvelloas contend, adrised the beautiful Mrs. F to 

go orer to Rome, which the English maid, Catherine, 
persereres in declaring, was stated, in this strange 
letter, as a gross imposition, practised by this Jesuit 
agent, (who wrote the letter), with the aid of a galvanic 

battery, assisted by Mr. F 's valet. Since the <x- 

posi^ this man has been under examination by the police, 
and, it is supposed, made away with this terrible let- 
ter, which is not forthcoming ; and the valet^ who is an 
Italian, the housemaid states, was in the room, where it 
was, holding his mistress, who was yiolent and unman- 
ageable, until aid could be procured. The whole matter 
has been shrouded in mystery ; but the valei is now re. 

leased, and Mr. F 's magnificent house, in the Rue 

di Rivoli, shut up, besieged by creditors. The gentle- 
man— no one knows of his whereabouts ; but his gam- 
bling propennties, for some time back, were notoriouir, 
and, it is said, he lost heavily lately, to a young English- 
man, of whom he won from largely, some time before. 
His unfortunate lady, who was greatly attached to her 
sister, is pronounced, by the faculty, hopelessly insane, 
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and is now the inmate of a private lunatic a^lum. The 
Jesuit organ here, never deigns to notice in itn columns, 
this novel tragedy, everybody is talking about." 

A low, Btupifying, sort of fever, seemed for weeks to 
prey on the health and spirits of the wretched pervert, 
Frank Lee ; he had written to his sister Letty before he 
had perused " the Paris Correspondent's letter to the 
Daily News^* but it was such a communication as his 
confessor would approve of, breathing the very spirit of 
Romanism, entire, and abject submission, of that guide 
and judge of all his actions, '• Holy Mother Church." 
He spoke of his earthly parent in terms of affection and 
sorrowful regret ; but hoped his sifter's fears had exag- 
gemted her case, and that she would soon be restored to 
lier wonted health. Letty's answer he never received, 
for it was announcing his fond mother*s death, and his 
Jesuit physicians considered he was in too low and 
desponding a state of mind, to communicate to him puch 
distressing intelligence ; or rather, the awakening call to 
repentance, and Gospel truth contained in the afflicted 
sister's letter. 

In Father Tom Kavanagh's society alone, did he at all 
seem to rally; and the Propagandist spies placed over 
him, began to have fears their convert's reason would 
give way, and so create a prejudice, that he was ^^non 
compos wtien he conformed to Catholicity ; " and as the 
young Ireland Priest was under surveillance, merely for 
political reasons, and for being implicated in saving the 
Signor di Cortona from destruction on the railway at 
Coolick, which was rather guessed at, than proved, there 
was no apparent danger in his associating with this Pro- 
testant convert, whose religious recantation was some- 
what apprehended by his Jesuit guardians. Unrestrained, 
then, was the intercourse of these two young men ; and 
the warm -hearted Irish Priest became the repository of 
Frank Lee's sorrows, and confided to his sympathy an 
outline of his short career, declaring, however staggered 
his faith might be, as to many doctrines of the Church, his 
entire belief, that the spirit of his twin brother had come 
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^■si Ti WLL n£ BaoBmL nirr. ii> irin. ibz' acJr oae troe 
iiis^::*.jis> fuiut. itc tut ttshik i£ iiiHL'':^ &h^ aad ivipe — 
tat r^nuT-zi ii: T^nan^ JiCHET Tuit ^iiTirr Oi|Tixred was 
iit ren«iii "^ ihM' bcvizx chiik- i rui r i.h - ^^c^er's fiMrit, 
WBL ini:!ii: i: no: ht -BxmmttiL rnr '::ht mnmitm who con- 
nuro.^ utf BMBKy ^'' Isu: i&f iiriisi ynm^ ibi;^ declared 
snzL L tmnr -km^ smnilnr inmassirtii:. far ~ iJ^tr ffimt to^i 
iiOL inmr^ ttt ^vrst jmi bve«- of iuBseiiL iirral be vraCe to 
ti» mntiHsr ir 'ffifC TTitar aociCKy; ior bislaiioe, his 

'** I ncvt KL iroL intBnii:ji snneQL*' ivCsrofd i}ie jvong 
Pnefc. wm. s «8rcBBiir sor^esnac of xDcredoIitr oa his 
marsfX jearure^ "^ and. I rtmik I csrjd UsL ixfsr brother 
Greorr'i- « a^ mBsainsi***T «DDi!r^ z bs was jneciselT tea 
ytacfL. irrt irmmtHt amc Uiirreei. d&j^ cud« and cicd as the 
ciii:3& icmak urbm jc Tiirr.:- on the lldi of Ai^rost, 

FrBi^ Lee w^ ali ■■■■iiini iff 

**! iuive gqoQTgMOEfcr iiMiiiii^iiiiiiRitgoaccoratelT/' 
orbfien«d i^ yasrus Pz^est. Icatedr ; "^ iar^be man I gave 
tia: £Li:c2Eta,^iai la. ibe voy xisbi I gxve iu made up his 
nsii^d to corspoK xdt naia. if be oocld ; somethiiig' told 
me be w:i^at tbe liae; bait ibe Terr next day, I fbond 
oat all aboot him ; far a P mrjite lid^, be came with me 
to list, who had jast hnnmie a Catholic insigted on 
faavin? met this Mvist MissaaoaiT, an officer, somewhere, 
a jear before; but, though he down&oed her, that she 
was mi«taken, be did not deoeiTe me; and a brother 
munnonarj in Dnblin, let out to me all about him. He 
was the i d ent ical Obtain Gardner, the Pope blessed so 
solemnly, as a convert from Protestantism, in the Chorch 
of Del Gesuj not six mouths ago, and who put the spirit 
J»«^i» op to all that ever passed in your hunily, confessed 
by Sally Connors, your mothers maid, to her Priest, and 

fi?'^ D*** ^^^ *°^ "^^^ "* ^® private register, which 
tills Propaganda Captain took a long note of, the night 

wh^u *Py^^ ^^^^ ™^' *°d ^e good easy Parish Priest, 
'ThL rl*"^ ^« *'«'^^« ^ ^^ iong run." 
^'»* ideal Mr. Frank Lee's - developed " views, we« 
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cruelly put to flight ; but his mind lay powerleBs, and 
inert, brooding oyer the gross deceptions that had been 
practised on his too susceptible mind ; while a sort of 
hopeless despair supplied the place of his late credu- 
lous belief; and he sickened from day to day, as he read 
his prescribed task of pious frauds, and ignorant delu« 
sions, recorded in the lives of the Saints, as devout and 
wonderful miracles performed by the deified members of 
an infallible Church. 

His friend, Father Tom, watched the workings of the 
wretched convert's mind, as a skilful physician consults 
his patient's pulse, to administer, at the proper time, the 
salutary restorative ; and as remorse seemed to fasten on 
the awakened conscience of Frank Lee, great was his 
surprise to hear, in the seclusion of his chamber in the 
College of the Propaganda, the same full, sufficient gos- 
pel, expounded by Father Tom Kavanagh, the young 
Irish Priest, that St. Paul, eighteen centuries before, 
preached to the Christian converts at Rome. 

The *' young Irelander" detailed to his amazed friend 
his own political struggles — his religious doubts— and 
his now believing triumph. The same book, the faith* 
ful Paudheen hid in the fissure of the rock on Lug-* 
naquille mountain, was his secret, but prized companion, 
in the very seat of Antichrist. To Frank Lee alone, 
had he ever confided his secret ; and to his miserable 
and desponding mind only, had he preached the ever- 
lasting Gospel. This Irish Scripture-reader was still in 
bondage ; he could not bring himself openly to renounce 
the religion of his forefathers, that vaunted Catholic 
faith, the whole teaching of his life had taught him to 
identify with the nationality of Ireland. But Christ was 
to set the captive free; and in handling the Word of 
the Spirit for the salvation of an erring brother's soul, 
he himself was delivered from the bondage of corruption, 
into the glorious liberty of the children of God; and 
trembled as he read a Saviour's emphatic declaration, 
*^ Whosoever will deny me before men, him will I deny 
before my Father, which is in heaven." The awakened 

A 
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Irishman was made to feel, with the Apostle, ** Woe is 
me if 1 preach not the Gospel ;" and to some who held 
his own political views among the Propagandist hre- 
thren, and were likely to receive it with less prejudice, 
and not hetray him, was that Gospel preached pri- 
vately by Father Tom ; while he consulted with Frank 
Lee, and proposed their return to that land of freedom, 
where they might promulgate it openly, each of them 
abstaining from attending the confessional, or partaking 
of the idol wafer, they both now regarded as an outrage 
on the majesty of the Son of God ; meeting privately, 
in each other*8 chamber, for prayer and supplication for 
the renewal of their souls; diligently ''searching the 
Scriptures," in the Irish translation preserved by the 
patriot Priest; while this real convert, who had been 
turned from fables to serve the living God, earnestly 
desired to make '* full proof of his ministry." And he, 
who had turned his face from the truth, to vain and 
profane babblings, that eat into his soul as doth a 
canker, now with godly sorrow, and contrition of heart, 
studied, as Paul desired Timotliy, '' to approve himsdf 
unto God a workman that needeth not be ashamed, 
rightly dividing the Word of Truth/' But the Jesuit 
cordon was too strictly guarded round those witnesses of 
Jesus, not soon to discover the intrepid little band of 
enquiring believers they gathered round them, to hear 
and read for themselves, the revealed message of re- 
deeming love. How soon were they dispersed ! Some 
spirited away, and no more seen or heard about them ; 
while two Italians, whose faith in the Son of God enabled 
them boldly to refute their ghostly interrogators out of 
the written Word, sickened and died of some alarming 
epidemic, whose name did not transpire. But the ** young 
Ireland" Priest whispered the ominous word " poison" in 
his horrified countryman's ear, and both prepared for flight 
Father Tom, with the energy and practical knowledge 
of the democratic element he was bom and nurtured in, 
made instant arrangements with some of " young Italy," 
whom he had secretly fratemked amongst, and who 
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now procured him, and his friend disguiAes, until they 
could reach Genoa, or Milan, providing them with money 
and the necessary password amongst the friends of 
liberty, in the Romagna and Legations, to favour their 
escape. They both felt aware they were closely watched ; 
and the Irish Priest suggested, they should abstain from 
food that day, unless such as they had witnessed the 
most orthodox of the brethren first make use of. The 
next morning, before attending matins in the Oratory 
Chapel, was the time fixed for escaping from the College ; 
and at a given point, Father Tom's Italian sympathizers 
were to meet the fugitives, with the necessary disguises 
and provision for their perilous journey. 

That night Frank Lee could not sleep ; the omission 
of acknowledged duties, and the commission of what he 
now felt to bs indispensible, stung him as a scorpion 
Btings. It seemed as if his aroused conscience had held 
a grand review, and that every act of the last mis-spent 
two years was re-enacted before him. How bitterly did 
his repenttmt spirit retrace scenes of vanity and folly ; 
and how he shrank, as if from the contemplation of his 
own agonized thoughts, when he reflected on his insane. 
And criminal passion for the wife of another. Where 
was she now ? demanded the inward monitor. A wretched 
maniac! by the derilection, on his part, of the moAt 
solemn duties, he had vowed before God and man to 
perform— watching over the souls committed to his 
care. If that dreadful letter was true (and late events 
leil no doubt on his mind), had not her noble and 
estimable sister lost her life by his guilty neglect, and 
ready assistance in the propagation of error, in a house- 
hold that fostered, as a valuable teacher, a Jesuit Propa- 
gandist, and he, the spiritual guardian of that household, 
brought up himself in Gospel light. The wretched Frank 
Lee shuddered, and thought of the two ill-fated Italians, 
who had in his company listened to Father Tom trans- 
lating his Irish Bible, the very evening they died, buried 
the next morning, with such indecent haste, what might 
be his own fate on the morrow. And then a sad pro- 

B 2 
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cession passed, as if before him, headed by his mother, 
and her eye was dim and glassy, and she looked at him 
reproachfully ; and his sister, Letty, spoke out the Lord's 
fearful denunciation against the unfaithful steward ; and 
his mother's palsied hand was pointed towards Mary 
P21more's averted face : that face he had never ceased to 
love ; and the tortured man cried out lustily, *^ Who 's 
there ? " for he felt some person groping near his bed, 
and springing hastily up, searched the room in vain for 
the nightly visitant, whose clammy hand, he felt certain, 
had passed over his own face ; and he watched the first 
grey tint of an Italian morning, to visit Father Tom*a 
chamber, that was situated in the same corridor. How 
cautiously and nervously did the late convert to Catho- 
licity tread along the echoing passages of the Propaganda 
College, and what was his dismay to discover the Bro* 
ther who watched over his sleeping charge, the ecclesi- 
astical spy in charge of the inmates of the corridor, seated 
in his chair, awake, and apparently deeply occupied, 
reading by the still imperfect light Frank Lee looked 
on escape as hopeless ; he should pass near him on his 
way to Father Tom's chamber, the door of which was 
contiguous to where the Jesuit turnkey sat, and Frank 
thought of retracing his steps, though he felt pretty 
certain, from his mysterious visitor the night before, his 
hours were numbered. '^ The strangling noose," the 
'• young Ireland '* Priest had warned him of, was upper- 
most in his thoughts ; it would either deprive him, as he 
slept, of life or liberty, and the latter he looked upon as 
a synonymous term with death; for Father Tom de- 
scribed the dungeons of the Inquisition as a living tomb, 
worse than a sudden and untimely grave. Then there 
was a strict order against fastening the doors of their 
sleeping apartments. How the young man at that mo- 
ment execrated, from his soul, the artful blandishments, 
and gross deception, that committed him into the hands 
of so ruthless and deadly a power ! The Propagandist 
watchman lifts his eye off the page, and Frank Lee gave 
himself up as lost. Great, then, was his surpriae and 
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joy, when the man made a sign for him to advance, and 
Father Tom Kavanagh hid his book carefully in the 
folds of his dress, and stood up from the night guardian's 
chair, but remained motionless until his friend approached. 
The Irish Priest laid his hand on his lip, with an em- 
phatic gesture, to impose silence on his companion, and 
noiselessly passing along the corridor, paused at the door 
of his own chamber, which was ajar, and after a mo- 
ment's hesitation, entered the room, motioning Frank 
Lee to follow. 

What a horrid spectacle did his eyes fall on ! There 
lay, on the lowly couch, the figure of a man, rigid in 
death, the eyes widely open, with a slight streak of tbam 
about the mouth ; his right hand was raised, as if in the 
act of repelling something that had been forced between 
his closed lips, that now gaped apart, apparently in the 
last death struggle. With horror, Frank Lee recognised 
him as an Italian Brother of the Propaganda, esteemed 
highly, as a zealous and efficient member, by his own 
Order. Scarcely trusting his senses, he turned round to 
look at his companion, against whom, that moment, his 
heart brought in a verdict of cruel murder, and deter- 
mined, in his own mind, come what might, not to asso- 
ciate himself, in flight, with such a wretch. 

The Irish Priest was on his knees ; the dark, ab- 
stracted eyes were on the distorted corpse before him, 
but they swam in tears of imlignant sorrow, while the 
sternly expressive lips of the *' young Irelander ** mut- 
tered, as if to himself, a solemn vow, addressed to that 
silent and revolting witness ; then, raising himself slowly, 
he drew forth, at the foot of the bed, a concealed pamphlet, 
artfully hid in an aperture made in the pallet, on which 
the murdered man lay, and dropping his open hand 
heavily on Frank Lee's shoulder, whispered in his ear, 
'* They thought I was there, and poisoned him with the 
same foam, the fiorghese dispatched their victims with ;'' 
stole out of the fatal chamber, followed by his stunned 
and horror-stricken companion, whose nervous agitation, 
as they passed along corridors that led to the Chapel 
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oratory* thteatened to betray them ; but the Irish Prieet 
fixed his gloomy, stedfast gaze on the appalled counte- 
nance of his companion, and the self-possessed expression 
of his firm, determined look, reassured Frank, and as 
they entered the little Chapel, a man in the dress of a 
Propagandist Brother, pointed to an open door, at its 
other side, and, without a word being spoken, the fugi- 
tives hastily hurried along a narrow passage, that led to 
another haJf-closed door, that opened on a narrow and 
bye-street, and without stopping to close it after them, 
the Irish Priest, with a collected and measured step, 
walked along its centre, followed by the agitated Frank, 
amazed at his friend's coolness, and extraordinary pre- 
Hence of mind. When Father Tom had reached the 
first turn that brought him into a wider thoroughfare, he 
exclaimed, ^' Massino d'Azeglio, you have indeed been 
the Apostle of Italy, for your writings can make a Pro- 
pagandist respect, and aid that glorious birthright of man, 
sacred liberty." 

The place of rendezvous they soon reached in safety, 
and Frank Lee, while disguising himself, learned from 
his companion, that the young Italian Brother, Jacobo 
Pozzetti, that he had just seen dead, was a secret and 
fervent admirer of the " Young Italy " school, a wor- 
shipper of Mazzini, though his zeal for the doctrines of 
the Church was unbounded; and that the tract of 
d'Azeglio, he had seen him remove from the pallet, 
belonged to Jacobo, and had been left by him in 
Father Tom's keeping. So greatly did he dread disco- 
very, that on that particular night, the ill-fated young 
man was to be the guardian of the watch on the corridor 
their apartments opened into, and it was agreed between 
them, that Jacobo should resign his trust to Father Tom, 
iu order that his door, which lay next to the chief in- 
spector's of the department should not be heard opening 
at the very early hour their escape was planned, lest the 
noise might create suspicion ; and during Father Tom's 
anxious watch, in the dead of the night, as he sat there, 
in complete darkness, with his senses sharpened by the 
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very tension of his nervous system, he had heard the 
inspector's door almost noiselessly open, on its well-oiled 
hinges, and a stealthy step proceed in the direction of 
Frank Lee's chamber, and before he thought the party 
could more than enter it, hastily and cautiously return, 
while he himself had heard the sound of some loud ex- 
clamation proceed from that end of the corridor ; but 
that, in a few moments, he could judge some person 
entered, as he supposed, the inspector's room, and a 
slight noise was heard, but not greater than might be ac- 
counted for, by a man lying down on his couch ; how- 
ever, that in the morning, as the Irish Priest passed 
the door of his own chamber, on their way out of the 
corridor, he perceived that it was not closely shut, and 
a horrible surmise, that Jacobo had been foully dealt 
with, crossed his mind, fearing he had mistaken, in the 
night, the opening of the inspector's door, for the one 
where Jacobo slept in his bed. The dreadful appear, 
ance of the poisoned man, at once explained his fears 
were right, and the reason for carrying away the tract of 
d'Azeglio's was, lest, if found, it might implicate others 
of the brethren, who entertained the same political opi- 
nions as the ill-fated Jacobo, the victim of a *' Propa^ 
gandist poisoner." 

Their Italian sympathisers lost no time in getting the 
fugitives, through the interest of the Mazzini party they 
belonged to, outside the barrier, though the hour when 
the City gates are supposed to open had not yet arrived ; 
and in the disguise of a French Voltigeur, the ideal 
Frank Lee bid adieu, for ever, to that Rome he had 
pined to see, a sadder, and certainly, a wiser man, than 
when he Brst became personally acquainted with that 
sorceress, of whom ^' all nations have drank of the wine 
of her fornication," or spiritual idolatry. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

" Vain was the man, and false as rain, 
Who said — * Were he ordained to ran. 
His long career of life again, 
He would do all that he had done.* " 



MOOBB. 



Strangers ! Pilgrims I Is it so ? 
Are we Pilgrims here below ? 
Are oar wants and wishes few ? 
Do we live as strangers do ? 
SStrange to sinful thoughts and ways, 
Dead to wordly blame or praise ; 
Pressing on, and pressing through, 
Jesus ever in our view. 

SOME weeks afterwards, a cold, damp, drizzly even- 
ing, when an Irish spring insists on usurping the 
rights of winter, the hasty step of a young man, muffled 
in a large cloak, turned into Wimhledon Terrace, and 
without pausing, stopped before that well-remembered 
cottage. No. 13. A faint light glimmered through the 
shutter of the closed French window ; and the usually 
fastened gate at that hour, by which the garden in front 
was approached, now swung carelessly open. There was 
a look of neglect, and visible decay, in Mrs. Lee's well 
kept parterre ; the winter snow and frost had mildewed 
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the rare flowers ; their stalks exposed and unprotected, 
looked black and withered, so different from the neatly 
matted beauties of former days ; and that noble row of 
double chrysanthemums and China asters, in their bloom- 
ing splendour, that like 9. yarded* Aonnwr, looked so stately 
and erect at each side of the gravel walk that led to the 
porch door, supported by their invisible wire-props, now 
lay trampled under Frank Lee's impatient footstep, 
draggled and discolored-looking, obstructing the ill kept 
gravel pathway ; while the tastefully entwined rose trees, 
and creepers around the porch, flung their bare, leafless 
branches wildly about, as if to warn him. No. 13, Wim- 
bledon Terrace, was no more his home. Hesitating to 
knock, he stood irresolute ; his mother must have left, 
and careless people, evidently, inhabited the uncared-for 
spot ; he would look through the chink of the shutter, 
and ascertain, without knocking, was he right. Like the 
returned Prodigal, this erring son, shrank from encoun- 
tering strangers that night. 

In a room, bereft of carpet, curtains, or furniture, sat 
Letty Lee, on the only chair in the apartment, beside a 
small table, on which was placed a solitary candle light- 
ing, and before her lay an open book ; he knew it well, 
for it was his mother's Bible ; but his sister was ap- 
parently deeply engaged reading a letter. Scattered 
about the room, were corded trunks, and packages of 
various household matters, announcing the eve of 
removal, and with a feeling, his mother's pretty 
cottage was about being given up, her son Frank 
knocked at the hall door, but not his old postman's rap ; 
he was now to enter the family homestead, he felt, as a 
stranger. 

The door was cautiously opened by Letty Lee ; and 
as the light streamed through the open door of the sitting 
room, and fell on his sister's figure, he started to per- 
ceive the sad change that had been made in her appear- 
ance since tliey last met ; her figure looked attenuated 
and broken ; and there was a wistful, anxious expression 
iu her face, as she enquired, in a querulous tone — ^" Why 
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did Tou not oome euiier, Mr. Purdj, to take away tfae 
time piece ? " She had mistaken him, evidently, lor the 
old ciock maker, whom, Frank remembered, always wore 
a cloak. Without attempting a reply, he folded his 
sitter in his arms. Lettj did not scream, or faint, with 
sorprise and joy, but stood pale and trembling', after 
they entered the sitting room, holding by the back of the 
chaur she had been sitting on, and her brother was the 
first to speak. 

^ I know I deserve, Letty," he cried, in a husky Toice, 
'* that you should receive me coldly and suspiciously, for 
I sinned, with a high haod, against God and man ; bat, 
broken-hearted outcast, as I am, I thought, Letty, you 
would welcome back your miserable brother; I know 
my cruelly neglected mother will, her repentant son, for 
she knew bettei than the daxzled and deceived dupe, the 
iniquity that lies hid in the unregenerate soul of man." 

A gnian almost escaped from Letty Lee, as she hid her 
agitated face in her hands. 

*'Oh! Frank!" she exclaimed, *' God alone can 
know the sorrowful joy of my heart this night at your 
return, a poor desolate being, Frank, as I am, moumioff 
over you as worse than dead. Oh ! mother ! mother ! 
she cried, lifting her attenuated hands and streaming eyes 
towards Heaven, ''the Lord took you to himself^ no 
doubt, for some wise purpose ; but luul you been left to 
welcome back, this night, your repentant child, how 
much bitter sorrow his future life would be spared ! " 

'* Then, my mother is dead ! " cried her son, in the 
accents of despair, as he involuntarily sat down on a laige 
trunk near him. 

A burst of uncontrollable grief from Letty, was the 
only reply ; but she tried to calm the agonising emotioQ 
that wrung her soul, for the unselfish sister felt more for 
her miserable brother, than for herself at that moment, 
and now made an effort to rally her spirits, and speak 
hopefully of the future. 

Frank perceived the kind effort, but he ouly shook hii 
head, mournfully, as he said — '' The future is in God's 
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handd, Letty, but the terrible past is my own ! " and he 
Btaried up, paced the little room, and struck his burning 
brow, as he almost shouted out — *' Vain fool that I was ; 
deceived idiot that I have been ; to fling away, as I have 
done, the flowers, a merciful Father strewed my path 
with ; trampled them under my feet, in the miry clay of 
my selfish unrenewed heart. How can I, an apostate 
from truth, be forgiven by that just and holy God, who 
searcheth the spirit, and trieth the reins of man ? Oh ! 
my sister I my sister ! pray for your wretched brother/' 

And Letty and Frank Lee knelt down, side by side, 
as in their childhood, and prayed to the same God and 
Saviour they had worshipped and implored beside their 
mother's knee ; and both rose up calmer, and more re« 
signed; and then, Letty told the »ad family episode, 
since tiiey last met, parsing over, lightly, her own suffer- 
ings, and broken health, induced by her close and 
wearying attendance on her afflicted mother, merely 
stating, that when all was over, her own constitution, 
which was naturally good, gave way, and that she now 
had only partially recovered from a long, tedious illness ; 
and had parted with the cottage and furniture some time 
before ; and on the morrow was to proceed to London to 
meet a friend. Frank Lee glanced towards the open 
letter on the table ; it was Mary £lmore*s handwriting ; 
he would have given much to ask that friend's name, but 
he dare not trust his voice ; and alter a painful pause, 
Letty Lee, with a touch of her former plain dealing 
manner, the brother so well remembered, said — '^ You 
must hear it sooner or later, Frank, Mary Elmore is the 
wii'e of Luigi di Cortona, and is as happy as she de- 
Beive<»/* 

The wretched Frank writhed under the intelligence. 
^^ I deserve it all, Letty," he at length said. '' I sowed 
to the wind, and I reaped the whirlwind ; but you, my 
poor worn-out sister, must go to bed, and prepare for 
your long journey to-morrow. I have a visit to pay 
to-night; but I must be your companion to England. 
I stand (if you were gone, my own faithful Letty) in my 
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native land without a tie," and the hrother folded the 
sister in hifl arms ; and the attached and devoted Letty 
clung" to his neck, and sobhed as if her heart would 
break ; but he gently extricated himeelf from her cling* 
ing arms, as he kissed and blessed her. And the re- 
pentant Frank Lee's visit that night, was paid to his 
mother's- grave; and her much-loved sons pillow, was 
that neglected mother's tombstone. 

The next morning, at an early hour, he came to 
No. 13, to help Letty in her arrangements, and the 
brother and sister prayed again, side by side : and other 
voices were heard in Widow Lee's pretty cottage, and 
her children journeyed together to London; and Frank 
told his sister, that in his great extremity and want, 
after escaping into Switzerland, he had providentially 
met the pious Mr. Warner travelling in that beautiful 
land, for the health of his daughter, Mrs. Stanley ; that 
this meek Christian Samaritan had bound up the wounds 
of bis afflicted soul, *' pouring in oil and wine." And 
that himself and the stout-hearted Irish Priest had been 
the good man's guests, until Frank's health and spirits 
were in some degree recruited. The aged and veteran 
servant of Christ, built up, and under the influence of 
the Holy Spirit, established in a living faith, purged 
from dead works, the humble, earnest, Bible-reading 
"young Ireland Priest." Father Tom Kavanagh, was 
now Mr. Warner's Curate at Wellmine, where he bad 
gone down, in company with his excellent Rector, who 
had returned with Mrs. Stanley in improved health. 
The generous Mr. Warner, afler defraying, out of his 
own pocket, both the fugitives' expenses to this country, 
insisted on Frank Lee appropriating a small sum of 
money he had laid by for works of loving-kindness, but 
which Frank now expressed his determination to Letty 
to return thankfully, when he could earn this sum so 
kindly given. But not one word did he speak of his 
future prospects ; and his sister, deeply anxious as 
she was for this beloved brother's welfare, forbore to 
the last, through motives of delicacy, alluding to them. 
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She earnestly wished to see him restored to the ministry, 
** fighting the good fight of faith,** he now seemed so 
far better prepared for, than when he took on him, 
without the Christian's armour, the solemn vowa of ordi- 
nation. Afflictions and disappointments had been blessed 
to this impressive, imaginative, young man's soul ; he 
was not hardened, but purified, by trial, and longed 
earnestly to prove himself the steadfast servant of that 
glorious Saviour, he had so shamefully neglected and 
forsaken, for the worship of dumb idols. 

When Letty's luggage was placed in the cab, to 
convey her to the Signor di Cortona's, in Chester Square, 
from the hotel where she, and her brother stopped for 
rei»t and refreshment, after arriving in London, she 
turned to Frank, as they both looked out of the windows 
ivatching the disposition of her luggage, and hesita- 
tingly said, **You have not told me, Frank, when I 
shall see you again. Remember, in the letter you found 
me reading the night you came back, written the very 
day Mary was married, she mentioned her unshaken 
faith in the Lord's promises answering my poor mother*8 
prayers, in restoring you to His own service, and to'' 
Letty hesitated, her brother's expressive look desired 
her to go on — " and to yourself, and to me, and to her, 
as a sincere friend,*' faltered his sister. 

Frank Lee was greatly agitated. '* Letty," he at 
length said, *' Mary Elmore is still to me the standard 
of all that is beautiful and excellent in woman— the 
real, not the ideal vision of my youth. The time will 
come, when I can meet her as Madame di Cortona, and 
claim her, and"— his voice quivered with emotion— 
*' her husband as valued friends ; but that time is not 
now, and it is well, perhaps, it should be so; *for I 
must go and do the work of him that sent me,* and 
redeemed me from trusting in corruptible things with a 
great price, even his own precious blood. Sister, dear," 
he added, with a look of deep, earnest feeling, '* those 
who love much, are those ' to whom much are forgiven.' 
Midst the din of war, in the hospitals of the wounded 
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Tmic, who ftpnnu the name of Jesus, lies joiir brother's 
miBsioii; God willing, I shall sail for that benighted 
land within a week, and bring the glad tidings of sal- 
vation to the darkened Mussulman, and preach ^ Christ 
once offered, to bear the sins of many.' " 

The glow of elation faded from his cheek, and tears 
dimmed his sad, sad eyes, as he handed the weeping 
Letty into the cab. 8he *'*' would see him every morning 
while he was in London, at the hotel, before he was up. 
Frank knew of old how early she could rise and thou^t 
nothing of walking, before breakfast, twice as far," and 
her brother smiled mournfully, and promised, and bade 
the affectionate sister ^* good bye," and the cab drove off, 
and the young man stood irresolute, looking after it, and 
his head swam, and objects looked indistinct around him 
as he mechanically turned into the public coffee room, 
and took up a file of Irish newspapers, and tried valo- 
rously to fix his mind on indifferent subjects ; but almost 
the first paragraph absorbed his whole attention. It was 
announcing, in measured and pompous terms, in a Ro- 
manist journal, the late public adhesion of the Dean of 
Grimly to Catholicity, enlarging, in glowing terms, on 
*^ this esteemed dignitary's cultivated understanding, 
refined taste, piety, and black letter learning, all leading 
him to the inception of the religion of the Immaculate 
Mary, who had taken him under her especial protection, 
renouncing, as he did, for her sake, the dearest ties of 
man, fond husband, and affectionate father — ^as he was ! 
Separated for conscience sake from those justly .esteemed 
beings, who still lamentably adhered to the heresy of 
Luther, while the pious, and self-sacrificing husband, and 
father, resigned the 'flesh pots of Egypt,' tlie honors 
and revenues of an usurping creed, to unite himself to the 
true infallible Church, in whom alone is to be found sal- 
vation !'* 

The late curate of Dean Shuffell, very nearly guessed 
what our gentle reader may have anticipated, l^at the 
Dean of Grimly was long since an insolvent, the deanery 
and living were sequestered, and his large family and him- 
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self taught a practical lesson, in that homelj and despised 
virtue, economy, by having now to subsist on a ciirate*s 
salary, allowed to this unfaithful clergyman, by those un- 
reasonable people, called creditors. But Frank Lee did 
not know what must be revealed to our readers, that 
Mr. Fosterton, after he fled from Paris, paid a brief visit 
to Fostertou Park, in the hope of extracting the last 
shilling from his tenantry, before they were handed over 
to those who had bought up his gambling debts ; and on 
this occasion he was given to understand, by his friend, 
8ir Anthony Reynard, whom he would fear to disoblige, 
for reasons best known to the embarrassed man, that the 
presence of the proprietor of Fosterton was expected in 
the parish Chapel on the Sunday, and the feast's day 
which followed, and there, sure enough, the once inde- 
pendent Protestant landlord, of an equally independent 
Protestant tenantry, attended, and crossed himself de-> 
voutly, to the editication of all present, and bowed his 
head before the wafer, transformed into ** Jesus, the Son 
of Ood," by a man, he looked upon as infinitely inferior 
in mind and acquirements to his French cook. The latter 
artiste knew what he was about in creating a truffle^ or 
pdU de fois grasj but the Priest creating what he knew 
nothing about, was only a blundering botch, in the 
eyes of the extgie^ Mr. Fosterton. '* Your landlord must 
eat dirty* observed the old Steward to the outraged 
tenantry ; and so he did, for the jolly, good natured. 
Parish Priest, and his democrat of a coadjutor, dined with 
the new convert at Fosterton Park ; the thing was to be 
expected, and could not be got over, and Dean Shuffeli 
was bursting with envy ; but the next morning the Dean 
of Grimly had a long confab with his quondam patron, 
in that gentleman*B studv ; and two or three conferences 
after, with their mutual friend, the Jesuit Baronei of 
Croxley Abbey, and Dean Shuflell was baptised in a 
Romish Chapel, with great ceremony, in London, and 
held now an official lay, but not an ecclesiastical post, 
in the household of King Bomba, at Naples ; and his 
dear wife, and six ugly daughters, were generously 
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offered the sanctuary of a Convent, which they declined, 
preferring to open a day school, in the vicinity of St. 
John's Wood, Westminster, on High Church principles, 
extensively patronised by half a dozen Puseyite Anglican 
Bishops, and a goodly array of noble names that read and 
approve of *' Tracts for the Times,'* as well as Jesuitical 
novels, where the glorious doctrines of the Reformation 
pale before a sentiment, or a ceremony; and the six 
Miss Shuffells, ugly as they were, strewing flowers be- 
fore a decorated altar, looked charming and picturesque, 
arrayed in spotless white, marshalling their scholars, 
similarly attired, in one of those edifying processions, got 
up in Protestant Churches by concealed Jesuits, for '' the 
dovelopment" of our simple and Scriptural liturgy. 

The advertising columns of the newspaper Frank Lee 
poured over, contained the notice for sale of the Foster- 
ton estates. He thought, with a pang of remorse, what 
became of its weak, Ul-advised owner, whom he himself 
had never warned, or set before, the necessity of vital 
godliness; — the fascinating attractive wife, with the 
germ of lofty and devoted fbelings within her, so prized, 
so cherished, yet speeded on by her faithless Chaplain, 
midst the shoals and quicksands of vanity and folly, that 
so fatally wrecked this ingenuous and impassioned mind. 
Before the searching eye of an all-seeing God, he stood 
morally a guilty '* Poisoner." Alas ! could he now re- 
store to their former happy position,- those he had not 
only neglected as a minister of Christ, but had been an 
active minister of evil too, in clouding their reasoning 
faculties, and imposing on his own. Where were they 
now ? The proprietor of Fosterton Park was a broken 
down hictck leg, haunting the German Spas; and his gifted 
beautiful wife, developed into a ravirg and hopeless 
maniac, by a Jesuit Propaganda; their only daughter, 
the neglected Louise, left by her father in a Convent 
Pension in Paiis, is restored by the Christian Lord 
Drydale to the pious care of her much loved Mrs. Felton; 
the insane mother, by the same kind hand, is placed under 
the same loving and gentle sway ; and the lost sister of 
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Lady Drydale, with all her noble aspirations after purity 
and truth, lives the blighted wreck of a cruel and re- 
morseless bigotry, that marked out those fond sisters, as 
victims, to be offered up on her foul and unholy altar. 
Master Fosterton is at Sandhurst, for he is entitled to a 
small entailed portion of his spendthrift father^s vast 
estates ; his brother Redmond, and Robert Stanley, are 
at the same school, firmly knit friends; he passes his va- 
cations at the Olebe of Wellmine, and his schoolmaster's 
bill is punctually paid by Mat Carey ; and Lizzy Stanley 
likes Redmond Fosterton's gentle ways as a play-fellow, 
better than her sturdy brother's ; and his trusty friend, 
the old Steward, now the thriving tenant of Mr. Charles 
Stamer's No. 1 Model Farm, grows green crops, and 
stall-feeds prize cattle, reads his Bible with his sister 
Patty, and snaps his fingers at the Propaganda. 

The evening before Frank Lee was to start for Con- 
stantinople, was the Sabbath. It was spent by him 
under the same roof with Madame di Cortona. 

In an obscure comer of her husband's church, he wor- 
shipped, and before the service began, his eye sought 
out the Mary Elmore of former days. There she sat, 
beside that benevolent, serious-looking old man, who 
regarded her as a daughter. Seated opposite, was her 
early friend, Letty Lee, looking happier and better ; but 
he saw only one face tliere, and its expression was 
cheerful contentment. There was no concealed dis- 
quietude or secret repining, to cloud its gentle beauty ; 
still the trace of latent suffering shaded the sensitive and 
delicately defined brow. Yet, Mary was happy, and 
there was no denying it to himself; and her early lover 
felt happier, and more resigned, than he had done for a 
long time, and tried to withdraw his attention from 
*' things that are seen," and give up his whole soul to 
that spiritual communion, which enabled him, a guilty, 
yet pardoned sinner, to cry, " Abba, Father." 

When the noble looking Italian ascended the pulpit, 
his former rival's attention was fixed on every word he 
uttered. And how faithfully did the gifted and earnest 
s 
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preacher mete out the bread of life, '* rightly dividing 
the Word of Truth," boldly declaring, that '' Christ is 
the end of the law, for righteousness, to all them that 
believe," while he enforced on his hearers, that '* with- 
out holiness, no man shall see the Lord.*' Once only, 
during that impressive sermon, did Frank Lee glance 
towards a forbidden pew ; the pious wife had her gentle, 
loving eyes fixed on her '' fellow-labourer in the Lord," 
to whom she was not '* unequally yoked," and her early 
playfellow and lover turned his gaze away, and thanked 
God that it was so. Mary £lmore*s peace escaped being 
wrecked, by his misconduct, and as he looked around on 
the well-filled church, with many a dark browed Italian, 
the nucleus of Italy's spiritual regeneration, listening 
devoutly to the everlasting Gospel, as it fell from the 
lips of the fearless Ambassador of Christ, he thought of 
his own unfaithfulness towards the souls of men, and the 
fatal shortcomings of his own ministerial career, with 
shame and godly sorrow, and blessed God in his heart, 
Mary Elmore was the happy and cherished wife of no 
unworthy husband. 

As he parted the next morning from the faithful 
Letty, on board the packet bound for Malta, on his way 
to Constantinople, he bid her be of " good cheer ;" for 
he heard his gracious Saviour's voice crying out from 
the deep and bitter past, while he beckoned him onward 
— onward — ^* It is I : be not afraid !" 

As the afibctionate sister left the vessel, a sealed 
packet was put into her brother's hand ; it was not read, 
until the last wave of Letty's white handkerchief could 
no more be distinguished, like many an other token of 
kindly love to the outward bound, in life's stormy sea, 
blended and lost in the haze of distance, but still re- 
membered, and looked back on, through the vista of after 
years. 

The letter was from the '* young Ireland" Priest, now 
the enlightened and zealous Curate of the pious Mr. 
Warner. It was full of hopeful energy, detailing many 
interesting incidents connected with his ministry — the 
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Buccem of the Irish classes he established in the schools, 
for the instruction of the Romanist children of the 
Parish in the inspired Scriptures, vouchsafed to man 
for the expressed purpose of making him '*wise unto 
salvation." In conclusion, he stated, that with "the 
Sword of the Spirit" he had signally defeated the qtMai 
Captain Oardiner^the Jesuit Father Peter^the Marist 
Missionary, who renounced Protestantism in the Church 
of del Oesu, now seeking in Great Britain, to reconcile 
Judaism with the Church of Rome, artfully disguised as 
a Polish Jew ! 

**The religion of Jesus Christ and his Apostles," 
cried the now thoroughly undeceived Frank Lee, " can 
neither be retarded or uprooted, by POISONERS and 
PROPAGANDISTS. 



THE END. 
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